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RABID by David Cronenberg, The Fly, Crash, 

Dead Ringers delivers a high tension, chilling horror film. 

• This cult thriller returns with special features and adult 
film star Marilyn Chambers in her first leading role in a 
mainstream film. 

• Cronenberg speaks about his experiences in this 
special edition of HORROR CULT favorites. 

Rose (Marilyn Chambers) who after a motor cycle accident 
develops an unexplained lesi<)n and a desire for human 
blood. She searches out victims to satisfy her unshakable 
craving for blood and infects them with rabies-like disease. 

PRAY IT DOESN’T HAPPEN TO YOU! 


DVD SPECIAL FEATURES! 

* Theatrical trailers English/Frcnch 
' Director’s commentary 

* Interview with David Cronenberg 

' English and French language versions 

* Biographies, Photo Gallery, Production Stills 

* Interactive Menus 

* Scene Index 


DVD 


DAVID 

C R 

most 




COMING JUNE 1st, 2004 


AVAILABLE AT 




SOHIIIVKU NOUSf 
nilASINC 




www.venluradislribution.tom 


www.somervillehoose.org 


Oistrrbuttd eKckjjiveljr by Somervtile House Relejiing, 131 Btooe St. Wesi, suite 8l8.Toroivto.Onuna Caruda MSS IS3 
IMder licente (rorri the topynjht holder. Any mtiuthonted public showing or duplication of the material constitutes an infringernent of Copyright law 
and renders the offender liabfe to prosecution by Che copyright owners 

© MCMLXXV! DIBAR SYNDICATE / SOMERVILLE HOUSE SECURITIES CANADA INC. 




/4|NESS 


AVAILABLE AT; 


TOM IE 


TWi thetpa^, 
\maM mf by Ju^Ji Itd^, 


S' JU. 


From the director or 

JU-ON: THE GRUDGE 
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An art srudent disappears aFter piurdering hts model, Tomie. Now 
his Friends are being haunt^ by a resurp^cteid Tomie. /^nd every 
time she shows up. strange things begin to happen! 

Starring MiUi Sakai as^^p(^IE. Satoshi Tsumabuki, Masaya Kikawa^a. 

Kumiko Endo. Directed by Takashi Shimuzu (JU-ON: THE'GRUDGE). 


Andmorphic widescreen (1.85:^) - Dolby Digit jI 5.1 
Special Features 

• Interviews wth the director and cast 
- Storyboard-to-film comparisons 

• A look at the special effects 


$ 19.99 
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From the land that brought us RINGU (The Ring) comt% 
UZUMAKI (Spiral). The inhabitants of a small lapanese sea- 
side town come under the influence of a strange force that 
causes an obsession with spiral forms. One by one. the 
townspeople fall under its spell. The horror manifesting 
itself in different ways, its geometric pattern giving snails. 


in friends and neighbors and is powerless to prevent the 
obsession that is overwhelming everyone around her. In 
one or two cases the victims fall prey to the spiral through 
their own weaknesses — a student who is always late to 
school starts exhibiting signs of unnatural snail-like 
growths on his body, while another exhibitionist student 


food, and even the swirl of fingerprints an eerie quality that finds herself the centre of a spiral of attention. Eventually 


drives the inhabitants of Kurozou gradually insane. Kirie. a 
young schoolgirl, is the first to notice the strange behavior 


the townspeople begin descending on a self-inflicted and 
self-perpetuating spiral of terror. 


SPSCIAI. FKATTTBSB: Trailers. Filmmaker Interview (w/sub-titles). Still Photos, AHO MORE! 
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AHEND A SPECIAL ADVANCE SCREENING OF UZUMAKI 

RUE>!( 3 C.tiEiWSa!?|, 

THURSDAY MAY 20. 20D4 - 9:30 PM BLOOR CINEMA. TORONTO CANADA 
SEE WWW RUE MOR6UE.COM FOR MORE INFO 
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/jf/y y friend Douglas Buck once said something that struck me as very profound. We were 
C,^ A^^cruising the streets of Montreal in the summer, talking about horror movies (what do 
you know), and it came out at some point that our mutual attraction to the genre had to do with 
its proclivity to address some very unpopular truths. It seemed to us (and still does) that hor- 
ror films are uniquely suited to bear those kinds of harsh truths that never make us feel very 
good, but are nevertheless there. We all know that people die, for example, or go insane, or feel 
painfully, pitifully lonely, but to anatomize how this happens is something that is particularly 
suited to the horror film. 

Anyway, it was something else that Doug said that got me thinking, and eventually brought 
the discussion into this column: he mentioned that horror films are also the place for the great- 
est lies. Man. isn’t that the truth. 

In fact, horror films are most often understood by the general public - and even by some 
genre junkies - as fulfilling the role of tasteless, unintelligent entertainment. Horror movies in 
this sense not only do not get at any truth, they provide the opposite; crassly dumb escapism 
from any kind of insight, cultural or otherwise. Looking over the massive amount of Junk that 
passes for a horror movie or a horror story or even a horror comic these days, it’s hard not to 
see that the nobility of the horror genre has been drowned in a tide of inane self-referencing 
pop trivia. 

Of course, entertainment - and even mindless entertainment - can be a good thing. Not every 
movie has to have a thesis on the possibility that we live in a cruel, nihilistic universe. Hell, 
bring out the popcorn and throw on a copy of Fright Night or Riki Oh. just two reasons why a 
lot of people - Doug and 1 included - love horror movies. 

The point of contention is that the exception has become the rule. Once a bastion for new 
ideas and new ways of seeing things, the horror genre - in its infancy - managed to capture the 
burgeoning anxieties of an anxious age; the twentieth century. Throughout the past hundred 
years we’ve cavorted with the boogeyman in two world wars, wimessed the reality of bio- 
chemical terror, felt religious angst, succumbed to diseases of all kinds, discovered the inner 
monster of xenophobia, and realized that, despite our greatest efforts, death still triumphs. The 
horrors of the movie theatre, in contrast, have increasingly become the horrors of a good time 
had by all, like Universal’s Dawn of the Dead remake or Guillermo del Toro’s Hellbov. 

Not that there’s anything wrong with that, and 1 want to be perfectly clear in saying that I 
believe that fun. carefree horror movies have a cherished place in film history. It’s just that the 
genre’s ability to convey the harsh realities that other genres are unwilling or unable to address 
is. more often than not, lost in a shower of popcorn and candy confetti. It’s the subtle differ- 
ence between the hint of social satire in George Romero’s Dawn of the Dead, and the good- 
time gangbusters of Universal’s remake. 

Anyway. I do understand that some of you out there like watching horror movies strictly for 
a good time. That’s cool; I like that too. But you should never lose sight of the fact that horror 
has a unique advantage - extreme subject matter. As such, it has a piercing ability to gaze into 
the abyss and make the kinds of observations that are largely avoided by other filmmaking gen- 
res. And the one it reiterates most is the most unpopular truth of all; that we all must succumb 
to the great indignity of death. 

Maybe not many people want to think about that when they go out for the weekend. And so 
horror films play with the idea, disguise it and render it impotent in the glare of a deliciously 
spooky good time. But the skeleton is still there, just underneath the simmering flesh. The 
question is: when you look, what are you seeing? 


' Ifcrrrrim^ (fi/furr A’ > J^n/rr/a/nmrn/ 

PvliOMORClE 

MARRS MEDIA INC. 

/iioQy[(isie»si 
lOHOlIO DIIIRIDy>iyie9[l»Dt 

mmm F i.esiiiDss 

Editob-im-Chief 

ROD GUDINO 
''•NAGiNG Editor 
|EN VUCKOVIC 
Associate Editor At Large 
MARY'BETH HOLLYER 
Assistant Eoitor/Webmistress 
MONICA S. KUEBLER 
ArtOirector 
GARY PULLIN 

Contributors 

BRAD ABRAHAM 
CHRIS ALEXANDER 
DAVID ALEXANDER 
EMMA ANDERSON 
DEVON ASHBY 
)OHN W. BOWEN 
GARY BUTLER 
PAUL CARLUCCI 
SAM COSTELLO 
TOM DRAGOMIR 
JAMES FISHER 
LANCE GOETHE 
THE GORE MET 
DAVID GROVE 
BARRETT HOOPER 
LIISA LADOUCEUR 
ANDREW LEE 
AARON LUPTON 
THE RUE MORGUETTE 
SEAN PLUMMER 
NATHAN TYLER 

Controller 

MARCO PECOTA 
UarketingMdvertising Manager 

JODY INFURNARI 

P 905-113-2P5? F:91IH?3-P?5fl 

E; )ody@rue-morgue.com 


RUE MORGUE #39 would not have been possible 
without the valuable assistance of; Lee Dawson, 
(3arry Rzzard. Cliff MacMillan, Lucky McKee, 

Al McMullan, Ragna Stamm’ler, Jason Thompson 
and John Vidette. 


COVED: HABID 

DESIGN BY GARY PULLIN 
Him Morgue Mtguim accepts 
manusenpts. plWos. an w oKw > 
accofflpwM W SAS.E. wN bi senously ccnsidsrsa and, 


RUE MORGUE Magume «39 
ISSN 1461 -1103 
Agreement No. 40033764 
Entire contents copynghi HIIIIS HIBII III tHI 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PRINTED IN CANADA. 


6 RUE MORGUE 


RG 

rodCarue-morgue.com 



I love the magazine and wanted to say how 
cool RMU38 was! Hellboy has long been a 
favourite character of mine, and seeing him on 
the cover of my favourite mag was quite a nice 
surprise. 

Jeff Zornow - Marina Del Rey, California 

1 love your magazine and all, but I think that 
Rue Morgue is starting to lose its edge. It's bad 
enough that Hellboy is on the cover but to have 
an eight-page article about it totally blows my 
mind. Hellboy is not a horror movie, so why 
the hell is it in Rue Morguel Think about it this 
way, how many Rue Morgue readers actually 
care about Hellboy? The answer is zero. So 
why cover it? Please return to the corpse-grind- 
ing machine that you used to be, 'cause if you 
don’t, you will lose your loyal readers. The 
horror genre needs its support right now. and I 
still think that Rue Morgue is a great magazine, 
so please don't screw up. 

Mackenzie Fitsgerald - Address withheld 

Re: Note From Underground in RMU38. 
Probably much like all horror fans, I watch vio- 
lent movies all the time but I'm not about to go 
out and act on that violence. Just once, I'd like 
the people who jump and instantly blame hor- 
ror movies when something happens to take a 
look at the person who committed the violence 
and maybe they'd actually learn something. 

Duug Mills - Bramplon.Ontario 

I'd like to comment on the RMU38 Note 
From Underground concerning violence and 
society. 1 agree with Rod but 1 also feel that 
those who are strongly opposed to the portray- 
al of violence and wish to censor this art form 
feel this need because society believes, or is 
made to believe, that violence is glorified 
andor worshiped to the point that society 
equates violence with evil. Glorifying violence 
is largely an urban legend. I believe. There are 
people in society who want us to believe that a 
lot of deviant/troubled people glorify violence, 
but violence is not usually a (sole) causal fac- 
tor here, it is merely the effect of something 
else. In a lot of media-related examples, groups 
and individuals will use violent imagery to 


make a point or to express an emotion; this is 
completely different than using actualized vio- 
lence. 

Peter Neely - Columbia, Missouri 

Re: Your editorial in RMU38. 1 can’t see why 
anyone would be so quick to attack fictional 
violence, yet endorse watching televised news 
where the graphic violence isn't just something 
made up. If more people in other parts of the 
world were exposed to this type of play rather 
than growing up with real Uzis and other dead- 
ly weapons, we'd be all the better off. It'll be 
nice if people finally back off of the media and 
put the onus back on who’s really responsible 
for young people: parents and young people 
themselves. 

Kevin Kennedy - Sydney, Nova Scotia 

I am not sure if you realize it, but your pub- 
lication has become a beacon among rockabil- 
ly/surf music circles as well, due to your cov- 
erage of this music genre. What has put you 
atop the publication totem is your dedication to 
reviewing rockabilly/surf albums, whether the 
bands are or are not on a major label. Obvious- 
ly you understand that most of the greatest 
music out there today is in no way affiliated 
with coiporations or conglomerates. Thank you 
for that! 

Justin Beahm - Bloomington, Illinois 

I want to thank you for your insightfully 
honest review of Battle Royale II. Having first 
read the outstanding book Battle Royale by 
Koushun Takami, then watching the excellent- 
ly made, in all aspects, movie based on that 
book, I looked forward with interest when I 
heard about a sequel being made. However, 
what I found to my deep disappointment was a 
shoddily assembled piece whose sole purpose 
seems to be destructive criticism and outright 
insults. Toei should be concerned about mak- 
ing an official release in the USA. This film is 
not controversial - it is blatant propaganda in 
the poorest of wrappings. 

Dan Cook - Rochester. New York 


OH MY GOD. reading Rue Morgue is like a 
meat tenderizer to the back of the skull! I want 
to thank you for being everything that a horror 
mag should be. If I could have sex with a mag- 
azine (without embarrassment or minor injury), 
I would most definitely be spending my nights 
with Rue Morguc\ 

Andy Hunt - Boone. North Carolina 

Please pul to final rest a nagging pain that's 
been burning a hole in my brain by providing 
the latest news on Universal’s planned remake 
of Creature from the Black Lagoon. Even 
though Guillermo del Toro’s name has been 
hitched to the project, I have mixed feelings 
and worry a remake would somehow tarnish 
the film that first got me excited about horror. 
Even with someone like del Toro, who man- 
aged to create his own little slice of hell with 
The Devils Backbone, at the helm of the 
rumoured Creature remake. I cringe at the 
thought of Will Smith or Ben Affleck or Colin 
Farrell or whoever else taking over for Richard 
Carlson to battle the mighty Gill Man. 

Bill Donahue - Horsham, PA 

Guillermo del Toro has not .signed on for the 
Creature remake and neither have - shudder - 
IVill Smith. Ben Affleck or Colin Farrell! 


Correction 

Last issue we misidentified Steve Niles' 
comic book and character; in fact Niles’ comic 
is called Criminal Macabre and the character is 
named Cal McDonald. We also misidentified 
the publisher of the Hellblazer comic in our 
Classic Cut section; in fact, that title is pub- 
lished by DC Comics. 


We encourage readers to send their comments via 
mail or e-mail. Letters may be edited for length and/or 
content. Please send to info9rue-morgue.com or; 

POST MORTEM 

do Rue Morgue Magazine 
700 Queen Street East, Toronto ON, M4M 1G9 > 
CANADA 
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Barker promises “intense” return to the genre 



Clive Barker will be returning to 
the director's chair after an almost 
decade-long absence with his 
upcoming film based on his line of 
demonic toys. Tortured Souls. The 
script - which Barker is currently 
fleshing out for Universal Studios 
is tentatively titled Tortured 
Souls; Animae Damnatae and is 
based on a novella the genre leg- 
end originally wrote to accompany 
the six action figures released in 
2002 by McFartane Toys (Ago- 
nistes. Scythe Meister. Lucidique, 

Talisac. Venal Anatomica and 
Mongroid). The novella will also 
be published in an anthology col- 
lection in 2005. 

"rve had kind of itchy feet about 
the whole thing because I see a lot 
of horror movies I like, no ques- 
tion. but I don't see a lot of movies 
that have the kind of mythology 
behind them that I like." Barker 
told Rue Morgue in an exclusive 
interview, "ffellhoy is the excep- 
tion because [Mike] Mignola spent so 
much time over the years building the 
mythology, but a lot of movies don't really 
reach into that mythological cauldron, and 
for me, the place that I’m always reaching 
deepest is Hell." 

And Hell is definitely what Barker has 
dredged up. Tortured Souls revolves around 
a typically hellish, complex. Barkerian 
mythology about a city called Primordium. 
which touches on an idea the author has 
harboured for some time - that in order to 


Tortured Soul: Barker says the monsters will be more twisted Otan anyWing he 's 
ever put on screen. 


get demonic presences into our world, the 
overlords of Hell have to exchange a 
human soul for a demon, which puts the 
onus on people to volunteer one of their 
loved ones for the exchange. 

The heroine in the story discovers that 
her husband has grown tired of her and 
wants to see what it would be like to have a 
demon in his bed. So he arranges for an 
exchange and he gets Lucidique The 


Avenger, who proves to be a lot more than 
he can handle. 

"Our heroine is transported to Primordi- 
um.” divulges Barker, "which is a place of 
darkness and horror and monsters, and now 
she has to figure out a way to survive, along 
with a way to get back for three reasons: 
one, she wants to get back to her son who's 
only four years old; second, she wants to 
fuck over her husband for sending her to 
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this place; and thirdly, she wants to deal 
with that bitch who's in her bed.” 

Barker adds that the script reflects his 
ongoing emphasis on situation, adding that, 
in his opinion, the films that work best are 
the ones in which there exists an emotional 
reason for the horror to happen. 

“These are adult people with adult prob- 
lems,” he says. “The battles which will be 
fought will not just be fought for the sheer 
physical effect. The effects should look 
great, the monsters should be cool but also, 
because there's something at stake here, 
you care about somebody. It's all about 
human interest.” 

In addition, the writer/director reveals 
that fans can also look forward to plenty of 
material not mentioned in the Tortured 
Souls mythology included with the toys, 
and also promises the monsters will be 
more twisted than anything he’s ever put on 
screen. Horror fans can expect as much of 
the deliciously perverse subject matter that 
has peppered all of Barker's previous pro- 
jects, especially Hellraiser. And although 
the demons in Tortured Souls are cenobitic 
in their appearance. Barker is quick to point 
out that the abominations in the Tortured 
Souls mythos are. in fact, not the same 
flesh-wrecking creatures audiences 
encountered in his breakthrough film. 

“We're in a whole new universe," Barker 
reveals, adding that it will nevertheless 


contain signature elements 
that have always interested 
him. “There’s an obsession 
that I have, it's a sado- 
masochistic obsession, 
which has run through not 
just the Hellraiser stuff, 
but even through Lord of 
Illusions - there's all this 
bondage and sword drop- 
ping etcetera. Wherever I 
can find places to put 
things that have that kind 
of undertow. I'm going to 
do it!” 

The project, which is 
shaping up to be an 
intense, full-on Barker out- 
ing. is backed by producer 
Dylan Clark, who Barker 
says loves and understands the genre, and is 
willing to let him go as far as he can with 
the film. If all goes well, pre-production on 
Tortured Souls will begin in the summer 
with a projected release date of 2005. 
Regardless, the master of horror promises 
that anything that proves too much for the 
studio will still be shot and included in the 
DVD release. 

"I think the world has changed in a way.” 
he allows. “The DVD now stands as the 
ultimate form - if we need one - of a 
movie. So if 1 want a cut which is harder or 


Clive Barker: flte master of horror poised 
to return. 


more intense, then I will make sure that my 
audience gels to it. Of course. I'm hoping 
to have the movie that I love most 
untouched by the MPAA. but make no mis- 
take - I intend to make a very intense 
movie." 

Keep your eye out for more on Clive 
Barker and Tortured Souls in future issues 
of Rue Morgue. 

Jen Vuckovic 


McKee readies The Woods for October release 


Lucky McKee's highly anticipated follow- 
up to May. Rue Moigue's Best Feature Film 
of 2003. has a release date - and it's Cursed. 
The Woods is scheduled to creep into the- 
atres on October 1. the same date Dimension 
Films has opted to open the long-delayed 
Wes Craven werewolf movie. The Woods 
was shot in Montreal last fall and stars 
Agnes Bruckner. Patricia Clarkson and 
Bruce Campbell in a story that is strongly 
reminiscent of Dario Argento’s classic hor- 
ror film SiLspiria. 

“Obviously, both films have young girls 
away at school where lots of bad things arc 
happening,” McKee told Rue Morgue. “And 
certainly Argento is a master of creating 


mood and atmosphere, which I hope we can 
come close to in our own way.” 

Beyond the visuals, the United Artists pro- 
duction also seems to take a page or two 
from Suspiria's trippy Alice in Wonderland 
plot. McKee says it’s even set in 1965, to 
give it more of an innocent, Grimm's fairy 
tale feel. 

Bruckner, the 18-year-old star of Blue 
Car. plays Heather, a neglected teen dumped 
by her father (Campbell) at a secluded all- 
girls boarding school surrounded by a 
primeval forest. The school is run by a sinis- 
ter headmistress, a role McKee tailored for 
indie veteran Clarkson [The Station Agent). 
Heather is tormented by her classmates and 


desperate to go home, but when those very 
same classmates start disappearing, she 
begins having horrifying visions. It seems 
someone at the school has a Lizzy Borden 
fetish and Heather must use her telepathic 
gifts to determine who - or what - the killer 
is. 

“Well, you can’t have the woods without 
an axe.” McKee says calmly of the axe-mur- 
dcring mayhem that his film promises. “And 
Agnes' character is based on an axe. Her hair 
looks like an axe - a bloody axe." 

And while Clarkson is well-established 
outside genre circles - which McKee hopes 

Continued on page 10... 
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www.distefano.com 

Stop diggin’ those graves! Now you can rent, buy. or 
simply leam to make your own corpse directly from 
folks who specialize in such matters. And if 5’1 0" Inch- 
es of corpse is just too much dead weight for you. 
there's always the mounted corpse heads. Bring the 
deceased home today! 

www.msfits.com 

You gotta love chicks who dig the Misfits. And you real- 
ly gotta love them when they team up for an all-girl 
tribute band called Ms. Rts! Watch as legendary hor- 
ror-punk gets a snarling femme-zombie makeover. 
Devil locks were always kind of girly anyway. 

www.stephenblickenstaff.com 
Imagine the art of Basil Wolverton possessed by the 
snarling spirit of punk rock! Blickenstatf’s stylized 
monsters stare out unblinking from their canvases and 
are served with a generous helping of devilish dames. 
A Jen Vuckovic favourite! Now go buy some ghoul art. 

www.kelleyarmstrong.com 
Werewolves, witches, and half demons - oh my! Writer 
Armstrong weaves a new web-only, sordid yam called 
Beginnings. A must-bite morsel for hungry fans. The 
site also includes Armstrong's journal, a discussion 
forum and monthly contests. 

www.angryalien.eom/0204/exorcistbunnies.html 
The Exorcist, remade with cartoon rabbits!? Did we 
mention that they cram the whole thing into 30 sec- 
onds? This Flash-animated spoof steals key moments 
and bunny-fies them into a possessed Easter basket 
full of gory giggles. 
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The Woods: Agnes Brouckner stars alongside Patricia Clarkson in Lucky McKee’s first 
Studio picture. 


will lend his horror movie an air of 
respectability among art house crowds - he's 
quick to point out that it’s the relatively 
unknown Bruckner who really shines. 

“She’s like a robot,” he says. “She can turn 
it on or off like a machine, an amazing tal- 
ent.” 

Rounding out the cast are Lauren Birkell 
{Van iVilder), whom McKee likens to “a dis- 
covery like Angela Bettis [May]," Gordon 
Currie as the sherifT. and Emma Campbell 
(no relation to Bruce) as Heather's mother. 

McKee admits The Woods has, in a way. 
been like his own acting school and, that 
having genre veteran Bruce Campbell on 
board made the experience “that much cool- 
er.” However, the director also reveals that 
fans of “the Cary Grant of horror films,” (as 
McKee refers to the groovy Evil Dead star), 
are going to be surprised by his perfor- 
mance. 

“He's a supporting character, first of ail.” 
he says. “He’s known for having all the 
lines, all the wisecracks, and doing all this 
physical action, and with this I’ve really shut 
him down.” 

In addition to being McKee’s first studio 
picture. The Woods is also his first movie as 
a “gun for hire”; the script was penned by 
David Ross and is being produced by Sean 
and Bryan Furst at Furst Films. But the affa- 
ble director admits it’s been a fairly easy 
transition for him. and adds that he has been 
able to do pretty much everything he wanted 


to with the movie. As of press time. McKee 
confirmed that he’s just finished locking an 
edit of the film in preparation for its first pre- 
view screening. 

“We’re working on crucial sound elements 
right now,” he says. “Silence juxtaposed with 
intensely loud or grating sound, or music can 
be used to inspire terror. You can see how 
well Hitchcock used it in Psycho. Until the 
shower scene, the editing is straightforward 
and seamless. Then, all of a sudden you’re 
bombarded with imagery in this aggressive 
cutting style that’s the opposite of what's 
come before. A great horror film lulls you 
into believing one thing - then explodes 
everything you thought was safe.” 

Barrett Hooper 



Bruce Campbell takes on an atypical 
character in Lucky McKee's The Woods. 
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WEIRD STATS 
MORBID FACTS 


+ Most dust particles found in the average house consist of dead skin. 

+ A toothpick is the object most often choked on by Americans. 

+ Prior to directing The Texas Chain Saw Massacre, Tobe Hooper shot 
an hour-long PBS documentary on tour with feel-good folkies Peter, Paul 
and Mary of Puff the Magic Dragon fame. 

+ Lachanophobia is the fear of vegetables. 

+ George Leese, leader of the 1 9th century New York street gang The 
Slaughter Housers, was a professional bloodsucker - he would would 
suck blood from fighters' wounds at boxing matches. 

+ Blackboard the pirate survived being shot in the chest five times. 
Eventually he was beheaded. 

+ The first recorded motor vehicle fatality occurred in 1896, when the 
first car in England ran over a woman and crushed her head. 

+ The last two remaining samples of the smallpox virus are being kept 
frozen in Atlanta. Georgia and Moscow. 

+ Troma Entertainment presidcnt/ToAr/c Avenger auteur/Jen Vuckovic 
restraining order recipient Lloyd Kaufman has a degree in Chinese Stud- 
ies from Yale University. 

+ Michael Berryman, mega-cranial star of The Hills Have Eyes, was 
bom with more than twenty birth defects. 

+ James Bond creator Ian Fleming was a cousin of Dracula star Christo- 
pher Lee. During World War II, both men worked for British Military 
Intelligence. Years after Fleming’s death, Lee played Bond villain Fran- 
cisco Scaramanga, the three-nippled titular character from The Man With 
the Golden Gun. 

+ Stagecoach robber Black Jack Ketchum's last words before his execu- 
tion by hanging were: “Let ’er rip!" When the trap fell, the weight of his 
body ripped off his head. 

+ Brad Pitt once auditioned (and was turned down) for the role of Mike 
in Phantasm 2. 

-compiled by John W. Bowen 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to infodrue-nKirgue.com. 


The Rue Morgue 

SICK TOP SIX 


1. XTRO: Adult alien uterine 
siinirise 

2. Alien: Cafeteria chest burst 

3. Hell of the Living Dead: 

Foetal feline grandma gut bust 

4: Dead Alive: Lionel’s rooftop 
rebirth 

5. Demons: Demonic sjiinal 
Cesarean section 

6. The Flv: Lurid larval delivery 






EDWARD 60REY S DRACUIA lUNCH BOX 
US S19.99 

Edward Gorey and Bram Stoker... doesn’t the thought of die two masters coming 
together make you want to pack lunch? Now you can, with this spooky lunch box fea- 
turing Gorey’s 1978 drawings based on Stoker’s classic tale. A portion of the sales 
go to support the Edward Gorey House, so get yourself to www.dragonflyprod.us 
and bring a baloney sandwich. Available in August. 


KRYRT KfDDIES 

US $29.99 

This just In: the devil is putting his kids up for adoption and they’re 
cuter than hell! That's right, the long-awaited arrival of Satan’s own kin. 
the Krypt Kiddies, is breaking news as you read this. So welcome Satan 
to the family by giving these little horned critters the home they deserve. 
Available from www.kryptktddies.com. 


JLOD.r 


MERCH MONSTER BABY DOll TEES 


THE MAllOWEEN GROUP TOMBSTONES 
US $16 


US $13 

Finally, cool shirts for cold dollies! These baby doll Tees will make you 
the talk of the block with slogans like Horror High: Home of the Monsters. 
Prettiest Girl In The Morgue, and our fave. My Brother Died At Camp Zom- 
bie Lake And All I Got Was This Crummy Shirt. So call yer friends and do 
some window shopping at www.merchmonster.com. 
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The Rue Morgue crew is dead! And now you can join us with these affordable 
personalized tombstones courtesy of the fine folks at The Halloween Group. Write 
up your epitaph, choose from any of the three styles and let the graveyard party 
begin! 

Available direct from www.thehalloweengroup.com. 







Freddy Krueger 


18” Action Figure 
Alternate Demon Head ^ 
Motion Activated Sound 
Features Actual Audio 
From The Films 
Fully Poseable & 

Highly Detailed i 





NECA 

WWW.NECAONUNE COM 



Few filmmakers have made an impact on horror films like DAVID CRONENBERG has. And although 
the Canadian auteur has long ago left the genre that once embraced him as its eccentric doctor, the 
upcoming DVD reissue of one of his earliest films. RABID, is cause to revisit his once-prophetic nightmare. 



T BY JEN VUCKOVIC I INTERVIEW BY ROD GUDINO 

pathology (pe-thol/e-Je), n. 1. The scientific study of the nature of disease and 
Its causes, processes, development, and consequences. 2. The anatomic or functional 
manifestations of a disease. 3 . A departure or deviation from a normal condition. 


I f one could articulate the essential part of David Cronenberg's 
horror films, the above definitions could very well do the trick. Not 
only did Cronenberg distinguish himself by making movies that 
were a departure and deviation from the normal condition of genre 
filmmaking (and, indeed, of cinema in general), but his movies also 
revealed an interest in the scientific study of diseases, their mani- 
festation and consequences. 

Like the biological mutations that infest his movies, Cronenberg is 
a complete anomaly. His horror movies - Rabid, Scanners, Video- 
drome, The Dead Zone. The Fly, Dead Ringers, among others - are 
best described as methodical studies of the human mind and body 
under severe conditions. Ferocious, intense, controversial, Cronen- 
berg's movies explore the concept of "horror from within", often 
marked by a preoccupation with disease and the transmutation of the 
flesh, and his second commercial feature. Rabid, is no exception. 

This spring, Somerville House Releasing, a Montreal-based DVD 
authoring company and distributor (who also co-financed the picture) 
celebrates the 27th anniversary of Rabid with an extras-packed DVD 
featuring insightful commentary from Cronenberg, a new widescreen 
transfer, theatrical trailers, a photo gallery, and much more. 

Released theatrically in 1977, Rabid broke out hot on the tail of Cro- 
nenberg's first foray into commercial filmmaking. Shivers {a.k.a They 


Came From Within), and received exceptional acclaim (raking in $7 
million on initial release), despite controversial reactions from critics 
and the general public. Like Shivers, Rabid shied away from the 
supernatural concepts that dominated horror movies of the time, in 
favour of a biologically precise disease that functioned as a metaphor 
for the collapse of the social order. 

Cronenberg's film, his second, expanded on thematic elements from 
Shivers by moving the outbreak beyond the confines of an apartment 
complex to an entire city under siege by a virulent rabies-like virus 
that turns its victims into psychotic, blood-crazed fiends. Put simply. 
Rabid is like Night of the Living Dead meets The Crazies with a bio- 
logically correct vampire as the carrier. 

Cronenberg originally titled the script Mosquito, referring to the 
bizarre, phallus-like proboscis that forms in the armpit of the film's 
lead (played by legendary porn star Marilyn Chambers - see sidebar), 
with which she sucks the blood of people and spreads the disease. A 
fitting title that indicated that, even so early in his career, Cronenberg 
was trying to fuse his background in biology and a social interest in 
sexuality within the confines of the commercial horror film. 

Rue Morgue spoke with David Cronenberg in April, just as he fin- 
ished the commentary track for the reissue. 


14 RUE MORGUE 


Obviously some of the ideas in Rabid were 
ahead of their time and yet, it is an early 
effort and has trappings of the time in which 
it was made. Overall, do you feel the movie 
has aged well? 

I think it has, actually. I was happily suiprised, 
you know, I hadn’t seen it for about twenty years 
till I watched it to check the colour timing and 
everything for the DVD. I could, of course, feel 
moments that are shaky, it was really only my 
second commercial professional feature film 
and as I've said many times, you can kind of see 
me learning how to make movies when we 
made these first few films. Nonetheless, it does 
a lot of things, and certainly compared to movies 
that are being made now, it's got an intelligence 
and a subversiveness that is still kind of refresh- 
ing I think. It's also got a very dark ending that 
doesn't pull any punches, that's also not all that 
common. 

It's pretty amazing to me how much the 
movie anticipated plastic surgery and it 
dawned on me at some point that, at the time 
that you made it, plastic surgery wasn't very 
common. 

No absolutely it wasn't, and beyond that I also 
anticipate stem cell research because I have this 
whole complex little structure that the other 
doctor talks about when he talks about neutral- 
izing tissue so that it can then grow into any 
kind of tissue depending on where it is put on 
the body. And that came from my own science 
interest and my studies of biology and biochem- 
istry and so on, I just invented that and that's 
exactly what stem cells are - undifferentiated 


cells that have not yet decided what to grow 
into. In my case, instead of using foetal tissue, it 
was sort of a machine way of causing tissue to 
be neutralized so that it was undifferentiated. 
But anyway, it's kind of surprising to me that it 
ended up coming to pass, that whole technique 
of using stem cells was anticipated there. Hav- 
ing a clinic, a little community of people who had 
plastic surgery, that was an invention; I didn't 
know at the time if there were places like that - 
I assumed there were - but I kind of always 
liked the idea of strange little communities that 
were created artificially by some medical proce- 
dure, whether it's a telepathic community or a 
community of plastic surgery patients. So yes, I 
think my antennae were wiggling in the wind 
and picking up some interesting signals in those 
days. 

Does it surprise you how much plastic 
surgery has developed? 

No, it doesn’t surprise me at all. All of my movies 
on one level or another deal with the ways in 
which we use technology to modify our environ- 
ment, so that we have warmth when it's cold, 
light when it's dark, etcetera. Once that’s 
secured, the next thing we do is modify our- 
selves, you know, we're not satisfied with die 
way we look or the way we function, and so we 
start thinking of medicine first and then finally 
the social issues of beauty and so on. It's innate 
for humans to not be satisfied with the world as 
it is delivered, and we have - through art, reli- 
gion, culture, medicine and technology - done 
everything we can to mess around with that. So 
it doesn't surprise me really. 


You’ve said before that Rabid is a horror 
movie that is concerned more with science 
than tite supernatural, and in a way you 
seem to be saying Wat nature has become 
supernatural in some way. 

Well I think we better be semantically clear here. 
Supernatural is not a word we should use 
because it has connotations of the afterlife, 
ghosts and all that kind of stuff. I don't believe in 
any of that, and I accept it as artifacts of the 
human imagination. Now supranatural I would 
go for, but that would probably be too close and 
it would be confusing. Nature in human terms is 
very much a combination of genetics and our 
own creativity, and even of course now on the 
level of DNA we are getting creative, we are able 
now to actually effect our own bodies by mess- 
ing with our genetic code which is as basic as 
you can get if you’re an animal. So there is no 
natural anymore for us, at least in the same way 
that you would talk about a butterfly in the Ama- 
zon. 

45 you say, traditional horror films are very 
concerned with ghosts and demons and your 
films seem to be more medically minded, yet 
you reach We same place - a very bizarre 
series of events wiW bizarre elements. 

Well, Shivers was kind of groundbreaking 
although I certainly wasn't thinking of it that way 
when I made it. At the time, when I approached 
Cinepix in Montreal to make that movie, there 
were people there, and I distinctly remember 
one of their marketing guys saying, "well, this 
isn’t even a horror film." And I said, "what do you 
mean?", and he said, "horror films have castles 





and werewolves and coaches and stuff." There 
had been horror films set in contemporary 
times, like let’s say, Night of the Living Dead is a 
good example, but even that was rural and it 
wasn’t what you'd call exactly scientific. My 
Interest as a kid and thinking of myself as hav- 
ing a career was always split between art, par- 
ticularly literature, and science, in fact when I 
went to the University of Toronto I went into 
modern science - I was studying biochemistry 
there, I really thought I would be a scientist. Well, 

I soon found out that my temperament wasn’t 
really suited for science but my passion was still 
there for it. so that naturally segued over into my 
filmmaking. That interest was still there: first of 
all my interest in the natural world as it is pre- 
sented to us and the scientific study of it. but 
also my fascination with the human creative 
interference in that world, and that's why I came 
up with these ideas. 

The image on the front cover of Rabid is very 
striking and it made me think about what 
you once said; that part of making horror is 
about searching for an image that gets to the 
core of what you're trying to say in the him. 
How does that particular image get to the 
core 0/ Rabid? 

It’s interesting because I think, in a way, that 
image doesn’t really represent the movie, but it 
is a very horrific image that is strangely sexual 
and strangely anti-sexual because it involves 
death and death in life. If I were going to choose 
an image from the movie, I wouldn’t know what 
image to choose to represent it. Even in terms of 
its colour, which Is cold, it doesn’t really repre- 


sent the colour of the movie, which Is really a lot 
warmer. But when an image strikes a responsive 
chord, you can’t really argue with it; it's just 
there. 

In many of your movies, right up to The Fly 
even, you create your own diseases, but you 
don’t necessarily create the cure and I sup- 
pose on some level you are saying that, for 
you, the disease is more interesting than the 
cure. 

Well, first of all, it’s my contribution to the world 
of nature such as it is, you know? I’m contribut- 
ing. not just diseases, but some creatures, some 
animals, some devices and I’ve always done 
that sort of thing. It's sort of my way of becom- 
ing part of the weird new version of nature that 
we seem to have on this planet. But there is 
never exactly a cure; I suppose in a way it has to 
do with narrative. My narratives tend to be 
rather open, so in the same way that I don't tie 
up all the threads neatly at the end of any of my 
movies, I guess I also don’t tie up the diseases 
by finding a cure that ends them forever. 

To what extent did you simply want to make 
a commercial horror him with Rabid ? 

I never separate the creative element from that, 
really. Once I decided to become a professional 
filmmaker - in other words make films that I got 
paid to do - 1 decided I was not going to be an 
extreme art filmmaker like some of the under- 
ground filmmakers who had inspired me, people 
who finally ended up shooting on video when 
that became much more viable to shoot on than, 
let’s say, 16mm film or Super 8 film. They made 


extreme art films that would only be shown at 
museums and special art film festivals and so 
on, and I could have gone that way but I decid- 
ed that I didn’t want to go that way, that would- 
n't satisfy me. So once I had decided that, once 
I had decided to make Shivers and work with 
commercial producers and so on, then that deci- 
sion was made and I haven't thought twice 
about it. By the time I was making Rabid that 
was simply not an issue anymore. 

Does the horror genre still interest you and, 
if so, does it still interest you in the same 
way that it did back when you made Rabid? 
It interests me less, partially because of the way 
the genre has gone. I was never interested in 
self-parody and sending-up films, and there 
were movies made even then that were like 
that, but now when you get to the sort of Scream 
kind of movies which are post-modernist horror 
films - if you want to put a fancy label on them 
- those don't really Interest me. I’ve never been 
totally obsessed with the genre. When I sat 
down to write Shivers, I didn’t sit down to write 
a horror film, I just sat down to see what I would 
write, and that's what came out of the type- 
writer. It was a natural thing for me, I think, 
because of the kind of discourse that you get in 
horror films. Horror films are body conscious, 
they are concerned with death and they are con- 
cerned with the kind of imagery that I found 
drawing me, so it was a very natural fit. But I 
never felt that I was beholden to the genre, 
though I never condescended to it either, for 
example, like the way Stanley Kubrick did when 
he did The Shining. I felt when I was doing it. 
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Rue Morgue chats with one of the adult industry's legendary stars 
about her breakaway role in David Cronenberg's Rabid. 


13 MINUTES WITH 

^ MARILYN CHAMBERS 


M arilyn Chambers is most often remembered for her star- 
ring role in the infamous Mitchell Brothers' adult film 
Behind the Green Door, co-starring porn legend John 
Holmes. But before she went down in history by going down on 
Holmes' thirteen inches. Chambers’ face was a household item; 
her face graced the cover of the Ivory Snow box and she also had 
a regular spot in Pepsi Cola commercials. Further back, she had a 
role in a documentary for Sean Cunningham, who later made Fri- 
day the 13th, but it was her breakaway role as the lead in Cro- 
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nenberg's Rabid that truly captured her potential as an actress. 

It was producer Ivan (Ghostfausters, Animal House) Reitman who 
first suggested Chambers for the role of Rose, after Cronenberg's 
first choice for the part. Sissy Spacek, had fallen through. Reitman 
had heard that Chambers wanted to cross over into "straight films " 
and was aware of the notoriety of her name and its potential to 
sell the finished movie. His instincts were bang on: Rabid was shot 
on a modest budget of SS30,000 Canadian and returned over S7 
million upon its release. 


David [Cronenberg] told us that at the time 
you did Rabid, you were trying to break into 
straight movies. Did starring in his film help 
you accomplish that at all? 

Well. I ended up doing about fifteen films after 
Rabid weren't X-rated. I did a film almost 
right after it called Angel of H.EAl shot in Lake 
Tahoe, that was kind of a kung fu movie. None of 
them ever made billions of dollars or anything, 
so it worked for me. but not as well as I wanted 
it to because everybody associated me with 
porno films and that was a stigma that could 
never be erased for me. 

Did you find it difficult or demanding playing 
a leading role? 

No. I loved it, it was great! But at the same time, 
it was kind of disappointing for me because I 


really wanted to act and David kept saying, 'No, 
no. no. I don't want to see your personality at all. 
cos you're basically kind of a robot. You're sick 
because of the disease, and I want you to be a 
total blank." So it was a bit of a letdown because 
I really wanted to have more personality in this 
role. 

At that time, Cronenberg was in his formative 
years. What was your impression of him as a 
director? 

He was fabulous. I remember when I had arrived 
in Montreal for the shoot - of course, it was 
freezing cold December, what else is new? 
You're Canadian right? 

Hell yeah! 

So you know how cold Montreal is, then! At any 


rate, at that point in time in Montreal, they were 
making a change from English speaking to 
French as the national language. So the day I got 
there it had all just changed over, it was really 
bizarre. I mean, I took French in high school but, 
jeez, you know. Hence, all the directions were 
first given in French, then English, so it was pret- 
ty interesting culturally for me. The cinematog- 
rapher was also French, along with the makeup 
artist and she spoke hardly any English so it was 
really complicated to communicate. 

How was Dave on the shoot? 

Dave was really introverted and soft-spoken. If 
he wanted to say anything to me he'd sit me 
down and calmly explain. He actually taught me 
a lot of cool stuff. 
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"I'VE BEEN IN FRONT OF THE CAMERA SINCE I WAS FIFTEEN YEARS OLO SO 
I ALWAYS THOUGHT THAT I KNEW WHAT I WAS DOING, BUT [DAVID] REALLY 
TAUGHT ME A LOT. " w 




X 


About acting? 

Yeah. I've been in front of the camera since I was 
fifteen years old so I always thought that I knew 
what I was doing, but he really taught me a lot. 
For example, when doing close-ups, most peo- 
ple just totally overdo it and if you have no idea 
what ^e frame looks like, then you have no clue 
how close it is. So i^'d actually take me behind 
the camera and show me exactly what the shot 
looked like so I could get an idea of what other 
people were seeing. He also told me that I was 
doing too much with my mouth and my eyes. I 
had too much of a “horror film” look on my face, 
you know what I mean? So he really calmed me 
down and said “less is a lot more.” As a result. I 
learned quite a great deal from him. 

What was your impression of the film once 
you finally saw it for the first bme? 
it came off kinda campy, you know, but mainly 
because we had a really hard time with the 
obscene prosthesis under my arm. I don't think 
it was really his intention to make it look like, 


you know, a penis, but dial's kinda v^t it 
looked tike! [laughs] When we finally got around 
to making the prosthesis, they were having a 
really hard time making it look believable and I 
don't think it ever really did but that's kind of tike 
the joke. Some people think it's kind of a cheesy 
movie, but I thought it was great, and realty I 
would have liked to work with Davk) after that. 
He ivent on to make some brilliant, classic films. 

How do you feel about the movie today? 

Rrst of alt. it was really fun to make and a won- 
derful experience vrorking with David. But I real- 
ly enjoyed doing Rabid because I was a big fan 
of horror movies. 

Which brings me to my next question. Do you 
have any favourites? 

The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, the original. I 
remember seeing that and it scared me - SO 
BAD! 

It still scares me! 

I know! Those kind of classic '70s horrors still 
freak me out. But I’m almost 52, so when I was 
a kid. horror films were like Psycho. Now that 
was a horror film. I remember after I saw that I 
couldn't have a shower by myself in the house! 
I'd lock the door, put a chair under the handle, 
the whole bit. You know what 1 mean? 

Oh yeah. When I saw Jaws for the first time, 
my friends were afraid to go swimming - / 
was afraid to turn on the freakin’ tap! 
(Laughing) Oh yeah! Stuff like The Omen and 
The Exorcistzre still scary too. i love that kind of 
stuff. 


Kw’ve got good taste, Marilyn! 

Thanks! It's also interesting that in The Exorcist 
there's a scene where Ellen Burstyn is ironing 
downstairs and there's a box of Ivory Snow vis- 
ible in the background - I'm the mom holding 
the baby up on bie box! 

That’s right, you were the Ivory Snow girl! So 
I guess you could say you made an appear- 
ance in two horror films. 

Right! I think William Friedkin did that on pur- 
pose. [laughs] 

Is there anything in particular that you 
remember about shooting Rabid overall? 
Yeah, the freezing cold! It was interesting to see 
how they do ail of that stuff with the blood. Oh. 
and there was also a scene where we had shot 
at a farm one day. and the following day we 
were at a hospital, in what was supposed to be 
a sterile hospital room, and here they were, 
dragging these cables through the hospital that 
were covered in cow shit from the day before, 
and I'm thinking, “Oh my god. that's pretty cool!” 

It's amaxing what they get away with on a 
him set, isn't it? 

Totally! I also remember when we were shooting 
the jacuzzi scene and they had these really rick- 
ety lights teetering right by the water. I remem- 
ber my manager was freaking out and I was 
totally paranoid because, you know, being elec- 
trocuted isn't exactly one of my favourite things 
in the vwirld! 
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Dread Days: 7 wasn 't interested in making a horror spoof of the '50s or anything like 
' that, ” says Cronenberg about his second feature film. 

the potentiality offered by the genre in a new 
and exciting way. If a schlocky hack horror film 
makes a lot of money, then you’re going to see 
a lot of imitations of that film, naturally. You can 
see a trend to do Japanese and Aslan horror 
films, because I think the Western approach to 
horror has run dry very quickly. Obviously the 
Scream type of movies are very limited and you 
can only do It a few times because how many 
layers of self-parody can you pile upon 
each other? They’re suddenly going to 
Asian horror films, which take them- 
selves very seriously, and that's the way 
that the genre has been refreshing itself 
and I think that’s kind of interesting. The 
only problem for me - and certainly I’ve 
been offered the opportunity to do 
remakes of several Japanese horror films 
- is that they are very supernatural in 
their approach, there’s lots of ghosts. And 
that certainly fits in with the Asian tradi- 
tion: I can remember a lot of Japanese 
horror films from 30 years ago that were 
very beautiful and beautifully done, but 
they often involve ghosts and demons and all 
that kind of thing. That, philosophically, doesn’t 
interest me and therefore creatively it doesn’t 
interest me in terms of my doing something like 
that. For a studio it's an easy way to see what 
you're going to get; you actually get a chance to 
watch the movie before you invest in it as with, 
for example, The Ring. But I think that, without it 
being necessarily conscious, the genre is trying 
to refresh itself. 


that I was really doing it, and I was very inter- 
ested then in seeing oOier horror films to see 
what was around, who 1 would be competing 
with, but I don't feel that now. I mean, there are 
a lot of horror films made but I've really lost 
touch with the genre. I'm only interested in see- 
ing films that feed me somehow, and I suppose 
my needs have shifted, so I don’t really see 
many horror films, I must say. For me, horror has 
always been very body oriented and so I've 
always had a great respect for it and for that 
reason I didn't feel inclined to send it up when I 
made Rabid - I wasn’t interested in making a 
lovely horror spoof of the ’50s or anything like 
that. As I said I was very serious about what I 
was doing. I knew that I needed to be complete- 
ly convinced of the power and the depth of what 
I was doing even though it was a low-budget 
horror film. 

You've mentioned before that you can say 
things with horror films that are very difficult 
and still find some sort of an audience, and 
yet, you also seem to be saying that modem 
horror films am trite. Is this a dichotomy you 
see in the genre? 

Yes, but then I would also say that that is in the 
nature of moviemaking, I would say it’s the dif- 
ference between bad moviemaking and good 
moviemaking, between honest artistic vision 
and stereotypical hack work. So I think anybody 
with real vision who is making a horror film can 
still make a brilliant horror film that will satisfy 
the demands of the genre, but will also explore 


"I THINK ANYBODY WITH REAL VISION WHO 
IS MAKING A HORROR FILM can still 
, MAKE A BRILLIANT FILM THAT WILL SATISFY 
THE DEMANDS OF THE GENRE." david Cronenberg 



Bigger Shivers 

«ABID lisni DVD 

Starring Marilyn Chambers and Frank Moore 
Written and directed by David Cronenberg 
Somerville House ReleasingAfentura 
Distribution 

Watching a director’s style evolve is fasci- 
nating - try an all-night Scorsese-fest of 
Mce Doesn’t Live Here Anymore, Taxi Dri- 
ver. Raging Bull and Goodfellas and you’ll 
see what I mean. It’s equally true of David 
Cronenberg, who started out in low-budget 
horror and continues to revisit the genre 
from time to time, although most of his films 
tend to defy categorization altogether. And 
while Rabid may be less sophisticated than 
Dead Ringers or M. Butterfly, the creative 
DNA in this early effort remains unmistak- 
able as does the subject matter: revolution, 
sexuality, science gone awry and the human 
body's abject vulnerability to infection and 
injury. 

Rabid is also remarkable for featuring 
Marilyn Chambers (see sidebar) - the first 
true superstar of porn - in her debut 
“straighf role as Rose, a woman subjected 
to a radical new surgi- 
_ , cal procedure after 

c being seriously injured 

* in a motorcycle acci- 

\ dent. An unfortunate 

Y side effect turns her 

S." into the carrier of a new 

strain of rabies that 
threatens to turn Mon- 
treal into a Romero- 
esque metropolis of 
murderous zombies. 

The film is essential- 
ly a bigger-budgel 
retread of Cronenberg's 
own Shivers (in some respects a superior 
piece of work) with apparent nods to Night 
of the Living Dead and The Crazies, and 
while Cronenberg's reputation for appalling 
violence isn’t undeserved, ffab/d frequently 
hints at the more esoteric direction his later 
films would take. Chambers acquits herself 
surprisingly well here, and while It's difficult 
to Imagine her playing Ophelia or Blanche 
Dubois, it's unfortunate that her acting skills 
remain largely untapped by mainstream cin- 
ema to this day. 

Extra features on the new Canadian disc 
from Somerville House include an all-new 
director commentary and interview, theatri- 
cal trailers, biographies, a photo gallery and 
production stills. Pray It does happen to you! 

John W. Bowen 


9? 



TR 

COUPLETS CBOSSNBSRO 

(s)ctor (cKirntnercial; ((()kectDr; (s}crtptwriter 


1966 TmrsteT{<S\ (s) 

1 967 From the Dram (d) (s) 
1969Sfereo(cl)(s) 

1 970 Crimes of the Future (d) (s) 

1 971 Jim Ritchie Sculptor (TV) (d) (8) 

1971 Letter from MKhelangeh (TV) (d) (s) 

1971 Tooreffes (TV) (d) (8) 

1972 Don Valley (Wi (d) (8) 
1972ftvr)W({TV){d) (8) 
1972fr»ff»eOiff(TV)(d)(s) 

1 972 Lakeshore (TV) (d) (8) 

1 972 Winter Garden (TV) (d) (8) 

1972 Sc»tX)rou^Blufk(TV) (d) (8) 

1972 Proyamme X: Secret Weapons (TV) 

1974 7T)eWcfimfTV)(d) 

1975 Shivers id) (s) 

1975 Peep Show: The Victim (TV) (d) 

1 975 Peep Show The Lie Chair (TV) (d) 

1 976 Teleplay: The Italian Machine (TV) (d) 
1976 Rabid id) (s) 

1 979 Fast Company (d) (s) 

1979 TTieSniod (d)(8) 

1980 Scanners (d)(s) 

1982 Videodrome (d) (s) 

1983 The Dead Zone {III 
1995 Into the Night id) 

1989 The Fly id] (8) (a) 

1987 Fndaythe 13th:£pisode 12 
■ Faith Healer (TV) (d) 

1988 Dead Ringers (d) (s) 

1989 Nightbreedia) 

1 989 Hot Showers/Ontario Hydro (c) 

1989 Launr^/Ontario Hydro (c) 

1 989 Cleaner^Ontano Hydro (c) 

1 989 Timers/Ontaho Hydro (c) 

1 990 Bisbo/Cadbiay C»am^ (c) 

1 990 Surveillance/Cadbury Caramdk (c) 

1990 Transformation 01 /Nike (c) 

1990 Transformation 02/Ntke (c) 

1990 Transformation 03/Nike it) 

1990 Tran^ormation 04/Nike ic) 

1990 Transformation 05/Nike it.) 

Scales of Justice: 

Regina Versus Horvath (TV) 

1 990 Scales of Justice: Regina ^^rsus Logan 

1 991 Naked Lunch (s) (d) 

1 991 Maniac Mansion Idella s Breakdown (d) 

1992 Bkieia) 

1 992 Naked Making LunrJi (appear»)ce) 

1993 M ButterPyid) 

1994 Trial By ^{a) 

1994 Henry and Verkn (a) 

1995 Blood and Donuts (a) 

1995 ToDieForia) 

1996 77?e SAxywfe (a) 

1 996 Extreme Measures (a) 

1996Cr9s(i(d) (s) 

1998 Last Night ia) 

1999 eXistenZid) (s) 

1999 Resurrection ia) 

2000 Camera id) (s) 

2001 ./BsonX(a) 

2001 TheMgemw 

2002 ScNd»r(d) 




Full Body Honor. An early poster for 
Shivers a.k.a. They Came From Within 
and scenes from eXistenZ antfThe Fly, 


Your newer films, Naked Lunch, eXistenZ and 
Spider, seem to be more interested in the 
mind. Would you say you are becoming less 
interested in the body? 

I don’t separate them. I think Naked Lunch and 
eXistenZare very body conscious, and of course 
we have the game pod. a very fleshy creature 
invented for eXistenZ and some very fleshy 
creatures were invented for Naked Lunch, those 
are obviously surrogates for aspects of the 
human body, metaphorically anyway. Even Spi- 
der. which has no special effects whatsoever is 
a very body conscious movie and has a charac- 
ter in it who is very conscious of his own smells 
and his own shape and his own gurglings - it’s 
a very physical movie. To me. the mind is phys- 
ical, the mind is the body. Without body there is 
no mind; there is nothing left of us when our 
bodies are dead, as far as I'm concerned. That's 
it. So I'm a complete atheist for one thing and 
kind of an existentialist as well, so I don't really 
separate the two. I ^ink of most religions as 
being attempts to avoid the reality of the body 
because if you accept the body as our only real- 
ity then you accept mortality as well - you 
accept death - and that's a very difficult thing 
for people to do. A lot of art, culture, politics and 
philosophy, in my opinion, are attempts to evade 
that reality, it's a very hard reality to swallow 
and. one way or another, I insist on that reality 
and, if I don’t, I feel that I'm being dishonest and 
evasive, which is why I find it very difficult to 
find myself wanting to do a supernatural movie 
in which there are real ghosts who exist after 
death and so on. Philosophically it's a lie, so 



unless I can find a philosophical way to justify 
that. I would feel dishonest doing a movie like 
that. 

Have you been In contact with Marilyn 
Chambers over the years? 

No. I've had no contact with her at all. I know 
there has been some talk about getting her 
involved in doing some publicity for the movie, 
and I think she's been willing to do that. But I 
haven’t had any contact with her and I’ve been 
curious about how she is and what she’s been 
doing. I seem to recall that she got married, had 
some kids and is living quite a different life than 
she used to live. But I always thought she was 
really good in this movie and really good to work 
with, so I was surprised that she didn’t move on 
that because she got quite good reviews for this 
movie and I know that her whole exercise of 
doing Rabid ms to show that she could actual- 
ly act and do a straight movie and play the lead, 
which she did very well. And it's not an easy 
thing to do, and not anybody can do it, so I don’t 
know why she never made another straight 
movie but I'm sure there's a story there. 

I've heard your next movie is called A Histo- 
ry of Violence. Is this true? 

Who knows? [laughs] It's a possibility and some- 
thing I've been discussing with New Line. It 
would be my first studio movie, I've never really 
done a movie for a studio before, per se, we're 
talking about it but it depends on budget and 
cast and a iot of other things. But it's not green- 
lit yet. so I just can’t say. i 


•compiled by Rod Gudlno and Jen Vuckovic 


20 RUE MORGUE 






Jost oi)e of oOr Gothic ^eaOties 
Series 3 available 
Sororoer 2004 




„ f BOOK WOOLP LOOK LtKE fF fr 

.VHCB BN’ <LLOSTKffTEP BY TfH BUKTOM? By 



BY "swri COSTEtLO 


t's people sticky with mucous and slithering 
on the ground, turned into huge, no-longer- 
human snails. It’s fish walking aground on 
mechanical legs. It's hair growing out of the ceil- 
ing. It's one head shared - simultaneously - 
among multiple bodies. That’s Junji Ito, arguably 
the greatest living horror manga artist in the 
world. 

“The oldest and strongest emotion of mankind 
is fear, and the oldest and strongest kind of fear 
is fear of the unknown," H.P. Lovecrafl once 
noted in his Supernatural Horror in Literature, 
and it's no surprise to find that quote is the 
mantra for Ito's material. His moody, unsettling 
Asian comics - or manga - are devoured by 
legions of discerning horror hounds. They’ve 


come to recognize a uniquely bizarre, disturbing 
and innovative vision, rich with mind-boggling 
dread, and utterly dripping with atmosphere and 
decay. Plain and simple: you’ve never seen any- 
thing like this before. 

Ito’s peculiar brand of horror has become so 
popular in his native Japan that at least fourteen 
movies have been made from his works, 
notably, the absolutely stunning Hong Kong 
adaptation of Uzumaki from director Higuchin- 
sky. Other adaptations include Kakashi (a.k.a 
ScarecroWf, a whopping five entries in the Tomie 
series, as well as several made-for-TV specials, 
like Long Dream, Hanging Balloons, Demonolo- 
gy. The Conversation Room and The Face Bur- 
glar. And while it may take some time for the 


cinematic versions of 
the stories to make it 
overseas, the good 
news is that the 
source material is now 
available in the newly 
released Flesh-Col- 
ored Horror: The Junji 
Ito Horror Comic Col- 
lection. which gathers 
together ten years of 
Ito's comics written before 1997 into a sixteen- 
volume set (Volume 3 is available in North Amer- 
ica from ComicsOne). 

Born in central Japan in 1 963, Ito was instant- 
ly enthralled by Japanese manga and began 
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drawing his own in the first grade. After finishing 
schooi, he secured a job as a dental technician, 
all the while nursing an after-hours comics 
hobby. 

“I found out being a dental technician was 
more stressful than I thought it would be,” Ito 
once revealed in a 1 998 interview. “At the time, 
Gekkan Halloween - which had just started pub- 
lishing - was looking for work. I thought about 
submitting my art, and when they established 
the Umezu Award, I decided I’d better send them 
something." 

Ito was still working for a dentist when, in 
1987, his short story Tomie (see page 24) - 
about a beautiful, immortal girl whose beauty 
drives men to butcher her - won an honourable 
mention in the Kazuo Umezu Award (considered 
to be the godfather of the Japanese horror 


into a handful of comics, with two 200-page vol- 
umes currently available in English from 
ComicsOne (www.comicsone.com). 

Within the pages of Tomie. a beautiful teenage 
girl appears in new towns and at new schools. 
There's something odd about her, but that does- 
n’t stop boys, and even teachers, from falling in 
love with her. But teenage hearts are fickle and 
Tomie’s suitors never take her vicissitudes well. 
Tomie’s former lovers kill her in each story, often 
hacking her to pieces. But that’s never the end. 

Tomie is able, dirough mechanisms unex- 
plained, to come back from the dead, to split into 
many new beings, to live on. Whether reborn 
from a severed head hidden under a carpet, 
hairs grafted Medusa-like to other girls, or a 
face growing out of a dead body. Tomie can 
never be truly killed. What she wants, where she 



Starring Eriko Hatsune, Fhi Fan 
and Hinako Saeki 


Directed by Higuchinsky 
Written by Junji Ito. Kengo Kaji 
and Takao Nitta 


Elite Entertainment Inc. 


Uzumaki. a.k.a. Spiral, a.k,a. Whirlpool, a.k.a. 


manga genre). It was a milestone for the quiet 
horror fan who had been most engaged by 
Umezu as a child. 

Ito’s second great influence was Lovecraft, 
whose spectre haunts the artist/writer’s visions 
with horrors rising from the sea, bodies taking 
on unearthly shapes, and mysteries that obsess 
the human mind. But where Lovecraft drew 
inspiration from his own personal madness, Ito 
prefers to draw from the mundane aspects of 
life, which allow him to expose the monstrous 
hidden in the ordinary. 

"I come up with ideas from my daily life," he 
notes, “an idea could come from something I 
hear on the radio. It’s interesting to take things 
and look at them from a backwards perspec- 
tive." 

His work, like that of many manga artists, is 
usually composed of short chapters organized 
around a single idea or larger narrative. The 
story that first got him recognized. Tomie, grew 


came from, and what she is are questions never 
addressed, never even asked, left only for the 
reader to puzzle over. 

"At first, my concept was to depict the 
strangeness of a girl nonchalantly going to 
school, although she was actually dead,” Ito 
explains on the origin of Tomie. “The girl is nei- 
ther a ghost nor zombie but just goes to school 
in her own body even though she’s definitely 
dead.” 

Ito’s next major work made available in Eng- 
lish is by far his most popular; the masterpiece 
Uzumaki (see RM#35i, which was adapted into 
a brilliant film of the same name in 2000 and 
will be released to OVD later this year from Elite 
Entertainment (see sidebar). Simply put, Uzuma- 
ki chronicles the story of a town cursed by spi- 
rals. In it is a Lovecraft-meets-Lynch love story, 
with echoes of The Shadow Over Innsmouth, 
about a terror that has no face or name, rather, 
it comes in a common shape. 



one of the most stylish, artistic, and dynamically 
filmed horor movies I have ever seen in my 
entire horror-loving life! And did I mention it's 
creepy-as-fuck? Yeah, it’s that cool. Ukrainian 
born director Higuchinsky (whose real name is 
actually Akihira Higuchi) expertly adapts Junji 
tto’s supra-brilliant, nihilistic comic book of the 
same name into a veritable typhoon of disturbed. 
Lovecraftian cinema. Like Ito’s original manga, 
you've never seen anything like this before. 

It’s a contorted, surrealist tale about a small 
Japanese town that falls under the spell of a 
mysterious curse - We curse of the spiral - that 
literally begins to distort and disfigure the real 
world. The town becomes increasingly mesmer- 
ized by the vortexes that have always existed in 
nature (ie. snails), along with the enigmatic 
curiosities that begin to appear all over their 
landscape, inanimate objects, and eventually, the 
very composition of their own bodies. Soon the 
entire town is plagued by the spirals, and the 
results are only madness, suicide, twisted abber- 
ations of nature and doom. Caught in the middle 
of the winding tale are Kirie and Suichi. two 
lovers trying to unravel the mystery of the curse 
from which there is no escape. 

Uzumaki is a masterfully rendered living por- 
trait of warped, apocalyptic art. dilated by disori- 
enting camera moves and contorted, intense 
sound design that kteraUy makes your bones 
ache as you listen to bodies ^kling as they 
twist and submit to tha will of the yortex. The pri- 
mary difference between the manga and Its 
filmic adaptatkin is in the offering of an expiana- 
tioru Where Ito prefers to keep the origjMEafelbe 
crooked curse shrouded in darkne^ Higuohin 
sky proffers a hint that inhab- 

ited We area, and distwE^w ancient ardfecte^ 
(minors) that Dragonfly Rond 

has somehow m^fcad - 

Elite's new reissu^falufl^e uncidv^im 

of the film 9hB Jepen^ frffim was miWM^L - 
aforemeritKkied a0ai%i^ so^). 
documentary called (izitfiW Q. production sbJIs. . 
new 5.1 surround audio and more. Uzumaki has 
been in my t(H> since! savv it in 2000. Buy It 
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he may be cute and resilient like the Energizer Bunny but she’s 
also as deadly and indestructible as Freddy frickin’ Krueger. 
Her name is Tomie. and seventeen years ago she launched the career 
of Japan’s foremost horror Manga artist. Junji Ito. the acclaimed 
writer/illustrator behind titles like Kakashi. Cyo and Uziimaki. had 
his very first story published in ’87 about a demon schoolgirl named 
Tomie who drives men to madness and murder, then returns from the 
grave despite the most thorough efforts to do away with her. 

Ito followed Tomie with more short Manga tales (published in two, 


translated to English, compendiums by ComicsOne) about the super- 
natural siren who brings teenage feelings of alienation, jealousy, 
obsession, and body image anxiety to a boil. The twist is that her vic- 
tims end up killing her in a fit of rage, and she in turn regenerates her- 
self to manipulate, torture and destroy them. 

In 1999, versions of Tomie hit both theatres and television. By 2002 
there were five Tomie movies altogether, each with a different cast and 
story. Although the results vary, Tomie just keeps going and going and 
going.... 



ToWlE (1999) 

This first adaptation has a young woman named 
Tsukiko using hypnosis to recover her memory 
after witnessing the brutal killing of a classmate. 
At the same time, die cops are investigating a 
series of murders stretching back decades that 
all involve a giti named Tomie. Connected to all 
this is a crazed young man carrying around a 
head in a plastic bag. The story is slow-paced 
when connecting the dots, and more than a little 
convoluted, but does have a few horrific surpris- 
es - mostly involving that damned head - to 
make it a decent part of the Asian horror canon. 
The real standout, though, is the atmospheric 
electro-score that’s often com- 
pared to the stuff Goblin did for 
Argento movies in the '70s. 

ToMiE: 

ANOTHER fr4\cE 
(1999, WAt>E-frOI?-TV) 

Imagine an Unsolved Mysteries 
re-enactment combined with a 
no-budget teen soap opera 





topped off with a subpar after 
school special soundtrack, and 
you’re there. The showdown in 
the final installment with a for- 
mer coroner-turned-eye-patch- 
wearing vigilante is the stuff of 
Mystery Science Theatee 30(X). 

Hammy acting, poor directing, 
and terrible special effects 
throughout turn Ito’s normally 
intense stories into laughable 
shot-on-video schlock. The pro- 
ducers in this one didn’t even 
shell out for the crazy orange 
contact lenses the actress playing Tomie usually 
wears -jeesh! 

tomie re r lay (1000) 

When a young girl is rushed to the hospital and 
inexplicably gives birth to a woman’s head, it’s 
little surprise that the attending hospital staff go 
mad one by one. It seems Tomie's latest entrance 
infected them, and after the top doc regrew the 
rest of her in a tank, he went missing while she 
went home with an orderly. His daughter sets out 
to uncover the mystery, which starts out promis- 
ing but turns into a dumb teen horror flick with 
an anticiimactic showdown involving an axe fight 
and terribly cliche explosion. 

ToMie REBiRTH (1001) 

Directed byTakashi Shimizu (the 
man behind all the Ju-On 
movies). Tomie Rebirth actually 
has a sense of humour. This 
time, Tomie’s boyfriend stabs 
her to death and buries her in 
the woods with the help of his 
buddies, but she reappears the 
next day to taunt them. Despite 
several murderous do-overs, 

Tomie keeps popping up at the 
most inopportune places to pit 


the buddies against each 
other, seduce one of them 
and even hijack the body of 
the other one’s girlfriend. The 
highlight has an overprotec- 
tive mother fighting the 
demon girl’s disembodied 
head, which grows 

appendages a la John Car- 
penter’s The Thing and 
attacks! 

ToWie: 

frRUlT fioOD 

The fifth Tomie is the most accomplished. Talent- 
ed first-time director Torn Nakahara teams up 
with Rebirth writer Fujioka to make a movie 
that’s as much an art film as it is horror flick. 
When a bullied book- 
worm named Tomie 
meets a girl who shares 
her name, she's smitten, 
but beneath the bike 
rides, poetry, and sun- 
sets, the beautiful 
stranger has sinister 
intentions to seduce 
Tomie’s widower father 
Kazuhiko and turn him 
against her. Some 
unexpected and darkly 
amusing 

twists lead to Tomie's chopped-off 
head growing a foetal maggot-like 
body, which the other Tomie raises like 
a baby. The strange mix of human 
drama and gross-out body transforma- 
tions best captures both the horror of 
the series, and Junji Ito’s intimate, dis- 
turbing style. 

Get your own Tomieto love and murder 
at www.venturadistribution.com! 
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In the story, the populace 
sees spirals everywhere: in 
their bodies, in the lake the 
town is built on. in pottery, in 
the very shape of the galaxy. 

There is no villain, no clash 
between good and evil, and 
nothing to fight. After all. how 
do you fight a shape, a build- 
ing block of the visual world? 

Even without a traditional vil- 
lain, the series is enthralling, 
terrifying, and eye-opening. 

As more people become 
obsessed with the spirals, 
grim and shocking conse- 
quences follow. 

That Ito can take such a 
simple Idea and make it so 
terrifying both credits and 
illustrates his genius. Most 
stories in the three-volume 
series have at least one moment that will pry the 
reader's jaw wide open in shock and. at least 
once each volume, readers are likely to realize 
that they are in the hands of a true master, it's 
safe to say that no North American horror comic 
can ever touch Uzumaki; not only is it Ito's best 
English work. It is probably the most ingenious 
English-language horror comic ever printed. 


Gyo, Ito's most recent English publica- 
tion. is a twisted two-part series in which 
fish with mysterious mechanical legs 
attached to their undersides overrun a 
tourist island and, subsequently, all of 
Japan. Caught in the middle of this 
piscine apocalypse are two lovers, 
Tadashi and Kaori. As rotting fish, octopi, 
sharks and whales move through Japan, 
the mechanical legs soon graft them- 
selves onto any dead thing they 
encounter - even people, Kaori among 
Uiem. 

Gyo’s second volume includes the pow- 
erful short story The Enigma of Amigara 
Fault (available from Viz Communica- 
tions), which encompasses nearly every- 
thing that is great in his work - strange 
compulsions, unexplainable events, 
impossibilities. This is, quite simply, a 
treasure trove of weird and unusual. And 
the best part is, there's a bounty of 
comics awaiting translation. 

With at least fifteen books not yet available in 
English - promising titles like Voices in the Dark, 
The Lovesick Dead, The Town Without Streets - 
it's clear that Junji Ito is poised to infiltrate the 
Western World with his own unique and shud- 
deringly original brand of horrors. We can hard- 
ly stand the wait. % 



Abberant Art: Scenes from Gyo and Tomie. 
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^^^\eryonc loves a creepy toy, bui some 
toys are creepier than others. Case in 
point: now that every movie villain 
from Dracula to Chucky has been licensed 
as an action figure, the market finds itself in 
demand for something new, perhaps some- 
thing a little darker than our celluloid night- 
mares. Enter Countess Elizabeth Bathory, 
Vlad the Impaler and Attila the Hun, among 
others, toys based on figures of history who 
were once feared as the real-life monsters of 
their day. 

McFarlanes Monsters III: 6 Faces of 
Madness are being stamped “Not for chil- 
dren under 17", and not surprisingly. The 
line presents a grim spectacle of villainy that 
also includes plastic renditions of Rasputin 
the Mad Monk. Billy the Kid and Jack the 
Ripper, the latter complete with a surgical 
bag literally bursting at the seams with 
blood. According to president Todd McFar- 
lane. this is the first time the company has 


ever ventured into this type of territory. 

“We couldn’t get too modem with the line 
because there is a little bit of a fantasy to 
who Vlad the Impaler. Jack the Ripper and 
Billy the Kid were," notes McFarlanc. “I 
don’t think you could go and do Charles 
Manson or a guy like Adolf Hitler because I 
think those wounds are fairly modem and it 
would just be crass to do that.” 

McFarlane adds that though the figures in 
his 6 Faces of Madness line are based on 
actual personalities of history, the depictions 
of them are highly fictionalized. 

“We’ve all heard of Billy the Kid, but look 
at this guy,” he says of the figure's sensa- 
tionalized, warrior-like demeanor. “As a 
matter of fact, we intentionally made him 
not look like a kid. because that’s the easiest 
interpretation. To me it's more like; if Billy 
the Kid had lived, this is what he would have 
looked like.” 

McFarlane is reticent to compare his toy 


line, which hits shelves in June, to the serial 
killer toys being manufactured on the fringes 
of the industry, toys based on anyone from 
Ed Gein and Jeffrey Dahmcr to Ted Bundy 
and John Wayne Gacy. Nevertheless, he 
admits that the idea did cross his mind. 

“We talked about some of those but we 
Just felt that we were starting to push the 
boundaries of what people might consider 
good taste.” he says. “When you do histori- 
cal figures, you really don’t know whether 
Attila the Hun was as bad as he was or 
whether his enemies were writing glorified 
stories about him. With the other people 
though - the Dahmers of the world and the 
Geins - we actually have the knowledge of 
what they did, which is pretty atrocious. I 
would say the toys are based on infamous 
legends instead of true murderers.” 

Herewith we present McFarlanc’s ft Faces 
of Madness, along with biographical sketch- 
es of the historical figures they’re based on. 


ZlA'ztrAcfA f/totAon/ 

The grisly centrepiece of McFarlane s ncH- toy line is definitely the 
Elizabeth Bathory action figure. This six-inch rendition depicts the 
Countess literally bathing in a tub filled with bUwd while the decap- 
itated heads of her victims - three women - hang from a gruesome 
candelabra. A separately sold accessory pack includes a custom 
ba.\e made up of a thick pool of Mood with assorted heads lying in 
it. 


Bom in 1560 to a wealthy Hungarian family. Elizabeth Bathory 's 
crimes were among the most brutal in history. Following her death 
in 1614, court documents were sealed and Hungarian King Matthias 
II even forbade the mention of her name in polite society. There is 
evidence to suggest more than a few attempts were made to remove 
her name from the country’s history. 

Perhaps Bathory’s exploits were too horrendous to be completely 
forgotten. Surviving records reveal that, as a child. Elizabeth Batho- 
ry was subject to seizures accompanied by intense rage. In 1575, at 
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the age of fifteen, she married Count Ferenc Nadasdy and. shortly there- 
after, assumed the duties of managing Castle Sarvar, the Nadasdy family 
estate. It was over the ensuing years that her cruelty began to manifest 
itself in earnest, particularly towards her female servants. 

In a period when cruel behaviour by those in power towards their ser- 
vants was common, Bathory gave full reign to her sadistic tendencies. A 
succession of young peasant girls, aged ten to twenty, were beaten, flayed, 
their faces ironed, hot coals stuffed in their throats, pins stuck under their 
fingernails, mouths sewn shut, vaginas burned with an open flame, and fin- 
gers cut off. Bathory 's tortures were often elaborate: in the winter she 
would have victims stripped, led out into the snow and doused with water 
until frozen, in the summer she would achieve a comparable effect by 
dousing her victims with honey and leaving them outside for the bugs. 

Bathory’s killing spree only intensified following the death of her hus- 
band in 1604. At this time, she may have developed what she has become 
most known for: bathing in the blood of her victims, motivated by a belief 
that it would preserve her youthful appearance. Nevertheless, in 1609, 
when rumours of her activities spread throughout the countryside and 
made it nearly impossible for her to find a servant, she made the mistake 
of murdering a fellow noblewoman. 

Bathory was brought to trial on January 1 , 1611. where a register found 
in the Countess' living quarters was introduced into evidence. In it were the 
names of her victims, written in her own handwriting: the total body count 
was 650. 


f/acA fAe 


This truly eerie depiction of London s Ripper comes garbed with a .shabby coal and bloody 
apron and features a medical bag. tool belt (with pliers and scissors) and creepy peg leg. Jack s 
face is riddled with scars and his medical bag is soaked thwugh with blood as he stands on a 
street corner awaiting his ne.xt victim. 

Between August 31 and November 8, 1888, five prostitutes were felled in London’s quiet and 
heavily policed streets, and the murders have gone down in history as the work of one Jack the 
Ripper. Virtually nothing is known about the real Ripper, even though conjecture about who he 
was continues to this day. 

Nevertheless, it does seem likely that all five women were murdered by the same man. given 
that the killings were done within a short time span and pointed to a predator with a taste for 
post-mortem mutilation. On November 8, after spending an estimated two hours savagely muti- 
lating the body of prostitute Mary Jane Kelly in a tiny apartment on Miller’s Court, the Ripper 
vanished into the London fog... and entered history. 


. fu/A/ /Ae .9(A// 


An emblem of carnage. Attila the Hun stands atop a pile of decapitated heads, axe in 
one hand, scimitar in the other, his body flecked with the blood of his fallen victims. 

Attila was a fifth-century warrior who helped unite the Hun kingdom, centred in an area 
that is now Hungary. He became known as the “Scourge of God" because of the whole- 
sale devastation he brought to the Roman Empire. With utter ruthlessness and savagery, 
Attila led his Huns on a series of conquests, looting and pillaging everywhere he went. In 
doing so, he acquired a vast empire that stretched through parts of what is now Germany, 
Russia. Poland, and much of southeastern Europe. 

Attila became King of the Huns in 434 AD. ruling jointly with his brother Bleda, whom 
he later murdered. His last great campaign was against Gaul (France), but a combined 
army of Romans and barbarians defeated him, Atilla died the night of his wedding in 453 
AD, of a stroke. 





fA//y f/e .Wu/ 

An unlikely villain. Billy the Kid resembles a dusty HVd IVest warrior crossed with bullet bells and an 
assortment of weapons, including rifles, ^uns. a hand axe and meal cleaver. He poses beside a pine box 
that contains the tnuly of one of his victims. 

Bom in 1859. killed in 1881. Billy the Kid s life was short and violent. And although legend says that 
he had already murdered 21 men before his 21st birthday, in real life his kills probably did not outnum- 
ber five. 

Nevertheless, Billy the Kid (a.k.a. William Bonny, a.k.a. Henry McCarty) witnessed enough blazing 
gunfire and took part in as much savage fighting in his lifetime as many other Western pillars who lived 
much longer, including Wyatt Earp or “Wild Bill" Hickok. Originally an orphan and drifter. Billy became 
a ranch hand and sheepherder and later became heavily involved in the Lincoln County War of 1877. 

Having broken out of jail several times. Billy was captured in 1881 and sentenced to hanging, but he 
managed to escape once again, In July of the same year, he was finally brought down by Pat Garrett. 
Sheriff of Lincoln County, who put Billy in his grave before his 22nd birthday. 




This truly maniacal re-imagining of Russia s political ntgue puts the 
madness back in the monk. Rasputin hangs over a bed of rusty spikes 
from fleshh<H)ks in his back, .seemingly unaware of anything other than 
mixing his potions. 

Bom Grigory Yefimovich Novykh on July 1 0th. 1869. the enigmat- 
ic mystic and political rogue known as Rasputin (Russian for 
“debauched one”) was an illiterate Siberian peasant who turned him- 
self into a quasi-religious faith healer and fortune teller in 19th-centu- 
ry Russia. 

With wild tales of lechery and drankenness in his wake. Rasputin 
surfaced in St. Petersburg in 190.3. eventually making his way to the 
court circles, whose members were obsessed with mysticism and the 
occult. Rasputin's reputation was assured when he seemed to heat 
Alexis, the only son of Czar Nicholas 11 and his wife Alexandra, of the 
rare blood disease Hemophilia. The neurotic Alexandra eventually 
appointed Rasputin as her personal advisor, much to the alann of the 
Russian aristocracy. 

Eventually, a royalist cabal led by Prince Felix Youssoupov .set out 
to assassinate Rasputin, and on the 
night of December 16, 1916. 
succeeded in luring him to 
Moika Palace, where the 
sinister monk was fed cakes 
and tea laced with cyanide. 
Strangely, the poison had 
no effect, and a panicked 
Youssoupov shot him 
several times. Miracu- 
lously still clinging to 
life, Rasputin was 
dumped into the Neva 
river to drown. The 
Mad Monk had prophe- 
sied the decline and fall 
of the Romanov empire 
if he was assassinated 
and. sure enough, ten 
weeks after his death, 
the Romanovs were 
overthrown by Bol- 
shevik revolutionary 
forces, who exhumed 
Rasputin's body and 
burned it. 


‘I Vat/ t/u’ 


Of all the figures. I'lad the Impaler is the most noloriou.s. and 
yet McFarlane s toy fails to capture the brutality and bloodlu.sl of 
the [ter.sona it is based on. Rather than impaling his victim. Vlad 
is here pre.sented tormenting a prisoner, whose hands are bathed 
crimson red. through the cell bars. 

Vlad the Impaler is best known as the historical figure upon 
which Bram Stoker partially based Dracula. Although his actual 
birthdate is unknown, historians estimate that Vlad was bom late 
in 1430 in Schassburg. Tramsylvania. Given that his father was a 
member of The Order of the Dragon (“dracul" is Romanian for 
“dragon"), a Christian brotherhood dedicated to fighting the 
Turks, Vlad therefore became “Dracula.” or Son of the Dragon. 

An important figure in 15th-century Romanian history. Vlad 
Dracula is known as a patriot, but he was also bloodthirsty, 
slaughtering an estimated 40.000 of his subjects - usu- 
ally by impalement - during his six-year reign. 

Vlad terrorized churches, foreign merchants, 
and arbitrarily killed people who ofTended 
his sense of moral value. He would 
often retaliate against an entire vil- 
lage because of the actions of one 
person, and often executed his 
victims in a manner related to the 
crime for which they were 
being punished. 

Vlad shocked his 
contemporaries with 
the degree to which 
he refined his methods 
of torture. Neverthe- 
less, following a period 
of imprisonment in Hun- 
gary, he returned as a 
promising candidate for 
the Wallachian throne. 

He never had a chance 
to resurrect his reign 
of terror however; 

Vlad died at the 
hands of an assas- 
sin in 1476. % 
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: NEWEST ENTRY iN GORE COMEDY: 
UFAST, ^ TONGUE-iN-CHEK. 

DF HELLiSH HiLARiTY THAT RiVALS 

iwKMALiK... ^ 


and breakfast in the sleepy town of Lovelock. 8ut after a night that ends wr^ 
bd^the inn's owner and his chef dead, the gang finds themselves under suspi- 
cSR'by the local sheriff. 

nthe mystery quickly unravels when the already bizarre residents of the town 
^come possessed by an evil spirit and pin the friends down at the B&B. Armed 
Wth a rusty old chainsaw, a can of gasoline, and a half-box of shotgun shells, 
the group barricade themselves in the house (after a gut-bustingly funny bar 
brawl scene reminiscent of From Dusk Till Dawnllo fight for their lives. Along for 
the ride is a phenomenal cast that includes genre stars such as spooky David 
Carradine (Kill Bill). Jeremy Sisto (/Way), and Gina Phillips (Jeepers CreeperSi, as 
well as Tinseltown veterans like Portia de Rossi (Ally McBeat). Deidrich Bader 
(The Drew Carey Shov\/j, and Erik Palladino (ER). 

Dead & Breakfast marks a horror debut for Leutwyler, who is currently in the 
process of securing theatrical distribution for the film, having previously direct- 
ed the 1 999 black comedy Road Kill and the romantic comedy The Space 
Between Us in 2000. The director explains that while he has always been a hor- 
ror fan - Wes Craven’s The Hills Have Eyes and George A. Romero's Dawn of the 
Dead being personal favourites - his introduction to the genre as a filmmaker 
came about more through chance and luck. 

“One of the producers on the film [Jun Tan] and I were meeting with Goal Line 
Productions up in the Bay Area, which is run by Joe Madden, the son of John 
Madden, the football guy," Leutwyler explains. "We were talking about this foot- 
ball movie that they wanted to produce for us and they, for whatever reason, 
pulled out some pictures of this property that they just bought. Jun and I looked 
at each other and we were like. 'Holy shit, that looks like the house from Psy- 
cha'” 

Goal Line informed the duo that they'd be renovating the Psyc/ro-look-allke in 
a few months but that they were free to shoot something in the house in the 
meantime. Leutwyler and Tan took their cue and immediately started culling a 
script, which was completed in a mere two weeks. They then called in some 
actors that they'd worked with in the past, along with a handful of friends, and 
found themselves shooting Dead & Breakfast in less than a month. 

As production kicked into gear, the genre novice found himself tearing a page 
or two from the book written by his horror heroes. Indeed, one of the immediate 
things that strikes viewers about Dead & Breakfast is the deja vu quality of the 
gruesome effects we know we've seen somewhere before. To his credit. 
Leutviryler wears his visual references and homages to great splatter films of the 
past like a badge of honour. 

“I stole a shot from Bad Taste - well, I kind of modified it - when Erik [Pal- 
ladtno] stabs [actor] Brian Vander Ark in the eye with a drumstick," the director 
laughs, his fan-boyish enthusiasm bursting through. "That's like the hatchet bit 
mat Peter Jackson does in his movie. And that kind of got me thinking about how 
to make this movie have those cool kinds of moments. The goal was to make the 
kind of movie real fans were going to be into.” 

Leutwyler accomplishes that task admirably - just wait until you see what he 
does with Jeremy Sisto's head! And like all good splatter comedies, the high- 
octane gore is the movie's bread and butter. The blood and guts In Dead & Break- 
fast, supplied to full tilt by special makeup FX maestro Michael Mosher and his 
team, come flying at the screen like a busted water main. The crimson con- 
stituent is nothing short of spectacular and truly hilarious in its excess, even 
though the entire budget for special effects was $50,000. including the effects 
crew's salaries. And despite the budgetary restraints, the gore turned out to be 
so extreme, in fact, that Leutwyler is more than a little apprehensive about the 
film’s forthcoming MPAA rating. 

“The MPAA rating for us is going to be a big deal,” he reveals. 'That’s going to 
make or break us in terms of what kind of distribution we get. Because if we get 
an NC-17, we’re fucked. I don't think we can cut it down and make a decent 
movie out of it. Practically speaking. I think you'll end up with a movie that's 
probably 75 minutes long and it’ll be missing all of the things that made it 
unique. It's not an Alfred Hitchcock movie where less is more. With our movie, 
more is more!" 

As of press time, unfortunately the MPAA has rated the film NC-17 but the fil- 
makers are appealing the decision. Check out www.dandbfilm.com for info an4 
updates. ' 


^"I'Ve ALWAYS BEEN A 

huge fan of 

rj PETER JACKSON 
FANO SAM RAIMI... 
I'VE ALWAYS WANTED 
TO MAKE A MOVIE 
LIKE THAT." 

MATTHEW LEUTWYLER, 


DIRECTOR 


A sk any self-respecting horror fan what's so cool 
about Peter Jackson’s Dead Alive and they’ll tell 
you - it's that ridiculous lawn mower scene! - 
unbridled in its extreme gore, totally absurd, and 
ferociously funny. In the world of low-budget horror cinema, 
it seems that for each serious attempt at frightening movie- 
goers through atmosphere and suspense, there have always 
been a handful of films whose agenda is more about making 
you wet your shorts laughing, but no one’s really done it right 
since perhaps Army of Darkness. The best of these films, 
gore-drenched works like Jackson’s Dead Alive and Bad 
Taste. Stuart Gordon’s Re-Animator, and Sam Raimi’s Evil 
Dead 2, all survive endless repeat viewings not because we 
are held in the firm grip of an arresting story, but because 
they’re just plain offensive and funny. Let's face it. brothers 
and sisters, it’s all about the gore! 

Dead & Breakfast the latest film from San Francisco indie 
filmmaker Matthew Leutwyler, may just be the next entry in 
the annals of indie splatter comedy, earning its place along- 
side the aforementioned cult classics because it comes out 
with all of its guns blazing. It’s a comedy of carnage and 
inventive, off-the-wall sight gags, complete with a banjo- 
strumming. shit-kickin’ cowpoke Greek chorus, and even an 
undead musical dance number that's straight out of Michael 
Jackson’s Thriller. 

"I've always been a huge fan of Peter Jackson and Sam 
Raimi and stuff, especially Evil Dead 2," says writer/director 
Leutwyler, on the line from his Bay Area production office. 
“I’ve always wanted to make a movie like that." 

Like many films of its ilk. Dead & Breakfast was shot in a 
lightning-quick eighteen days on a budget of $500,000. Plot- 
wise, the film is about six friends on their way to a wedding 
in Galveston. Texas, who stop for the night at a quaint bed 


)re & Guffaws: Two outtakes from Dead & Breakfast. 
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SWAMP THING IS BACK - IN BASIC BLACK! 

DC COMICS DREDGES UP ITS LEGENDARY BEAST 
FROM THE BOG FOR ANOTHER HELLISH RUN. 


iggcr isn't always better, and for living, 
breathing, genetically mutated proof, 
look no further than the popular horror 
comic icon called Swamp Thing. A llagship 
title when DC Comics launched its Vertigo 
imprint in 1992, Swamp Thing became an 
unfortunate victim of over-thinking during 
the bulk of its topsy-turvy, heavy-handed 
'90s run. as it dubiously evolved from being 
the straight-up horror book it was into a con- 
voluted “concept” comic. 

Originally just a good old-fashioned muck 
monster who wrassled 'gators in the bog 
(and the odd science freak in mountainside 
castles). Swampy was later revealed to be 
Earth's elemenial-among-men. and he ulti- 
mately became the planet itself A tough and 
really not very scary act to follow. That, and 
rather than pursue the idea of the creature 
bringing new meaning to the term “Mr. Uni- 
verse,” Vertigo wisely wrapped the series in 
1998. Fast-forward some six years, and DC 


has decided to once again raise its. ahem, 
mire by relaunching Swamp Thing. The root 
cause? It was roots themselves. 

“At its heart, at its best. Swamp Thing was 
always a nasty little horror comic.” says 
Andy Digglc, the British writer with whom 
DC signed an exclusive contract last year 
and the man who penned Bad Seed, the 
relaunched comic's first storyline. “Yes. it 
was a comic full of rich ideas and certainly 
very deep thoughts.” he adds, “but as it got 
deeper, it actually became less interesting - 
certainly less horrific." 

And while Diggle means no offense to any 
of the fine writers who tackled Swamp Thing 
before him. he thinks that, at the time, there 
was an inevitability to the direction in which 
the character was heading. If he had been in 
their place, he admits, he would likely have 
done the same thing. 

“Alan Moore is an almost impossible act 
to follow, and the fact that Swamp Thing's 






1. Tmitm HmuMi 
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If Hairsine had been the artist, Smmp Things character 
would have been the main focus of the story (compared 
to, say, Swampy's two-panel presence in issue #1). 
"Trevor draws very powerful-looking characters," Dig- 
gle comments. “He makes people look monolithic.” 


¥. CMPiS WdTOM farft if W 

"Chris has a uniquely unhinged take on the real world," Diggle says, 
describing the artist’s style as “somewhere between surreal and baroque, 
managing to look photo-real at the same time." If he had contributed to 
Smmp Thing. Diggle says Weston’s gift for environment and atmosphere 
would have been leveraged. 

Gary Butler 


I various contributors kept the series, at the very least, 

unpredictable for another 100 issues after he left. well, 
that's a fantastic achievement.” says Diggle. Of course, during 
his deservedly famous tenure on the book (1983-1987). Moore 

took the comic from Godzilla-level thriller to thinking man’s 
chiller. “Alan's Swamp Thing was pure horror with real brains.” 
notes Diggle. “It was the only comic I ever read that gave me goo.se- 
bumps - on several occasions.” 

Thankfully, he promises to continue Moore's tradition of pure hor- 
ror with real brains with Swamp Thing 2(X)4. though he admits the 
first story’s not as pure as he’d like it to be. given that he's respon- 
sible for resetting the story and getting Swamp Thing back to square 
one - back to his original, pulp horror self 

Continuity is the dreaded “c word” in comics, which means that 
the present must logically follow from that which came before. Dig- 
gle acknowledges this, and reveals that in order to make Swamp 
Thing a titular “creature of habitat," he had to somehow find a way 
to not so much make him down-to-earth as to make him come down 
from Earth. 

“My story has found a credible way for him to. if you like, 
devolve.” he says. “When Mark Millar {The Aiahority, Uliimaie X- 
Men) made him one with the planet, 
well, that was a cool place to end a 
175-issue journey. But a lot of readers 
want to sec him slouch back to the 
swamp to live the simpler, nol-so-god- 
likc, philosophical kind of life.” 

Less elemental and more mental? If 
the first three of Diggle’s six issues are 
any indication, there seems to be no 
shortage of black, violent, messy hor- 
ror in store. Bad Seed centers on 
Swamp Thing’s mad quest to kill his 
human daughter. Tefe. upon conclud- 
ing that her very existence threatens his 
own. 

“To quote Highlander," says Diggle. 

'there can be only one’, and this story docs not have a pretty end- 
ing.” Clearly, it will have a “grounded” ending, though, and Swamp 
Thing will be returned to his roots, as promised. 

“Well, this character should be a monster in the swamp on a dark 
and stormy night," Diggle explains. “When Will PfeitTer {.4quaman. 
H-E-R-0) takes over in issue seven, that's exactly where Swamp 
Thing will be standing, for better or for worse. And when I say that 
you won't want to be there then, w hat I mean, of course, is that you 
will." 

More info: dceomics.com/features/swampihing 


omic writer Andy Diggle is not the kind of person who slings muck 
around - unless that muck happens to be some eight feet tall, 
bipedal and sentient. It turns out that Diggle proffered a short list of four 
artists for his Swamp Thing run, none of whom ended up being his even- 
tual collaborator, Enrique Breccia. 

"Not because I didn’t like Enrique’s work," Diggle says, "but simply 
because I had never heard of him. [Argentinian artist Breccia has only 
recently broken into the North American comic scene.] Now that we have 
worked together. I can’t imagine this particular story being brought to life 
by any other artist; his style is so 'natural world,' so genuinely creepy.” 

Diggle adds that, had he written Swamp Thing for another artist, he 
would have adapted his story to suit that artist's strengths, (^ase in point: 
Diggle's popular continuing series about a black-ops outfit gone rogue. 
The Losers, had a very different flavour before eponymous Scottish artist 
Jock was assigned to the book. 

"The Losers was originally a very lighthearted and 
humorous script - still a serious action story, but much 
more playful," explains Diggle. "Once I saw Jock’s 
dynamic and shadowy characters, though, I knew that 
the humour would have to go.” 

Here’s a quick, alphabetical look at the Swamp Thing 
that was never meant to be - unless, of course, Diggle 
manages to let himself get “bogged down” once again!? 


2. fpasfp iMiMO 
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Irving’s "all about atmosphere. " says Diggle, "seething, creepy, dark and 
moody atmosphere." If he had been the collaborator, then emphasis would 
have been placed on the 
story’s environment. “This 
would have been closest to 
what Enrique and I came up 
with." 




S. Jock [rMeiosfUS »3J 

As demonstrated by his 
ongoing work in The Losers. 

Jock’s strengths are action poses and iconic imagery. His Swamp Thing 
"would have needed to be even more character-driven than I have already 
made it,” says Diggle, comparing it again to The Losers in terms of its targe 
number of personnel. 









AMERICA THE WICKED 

T«E AMEHICAII nighemare 

starring Wes Craven, David Cronenberg 
and Tom Savini 

Written and directed by Adam Simon 
Docurama 

God may bless America but he's damned 
her too. a fact American filmmakers have 
been exorcising in horror films for over 30 
years. Adam Simon, who directed the under- 
appreciated Brain Dead (1990). explores 
this conundrum in The American Nightmare 
(2000). a relentlessly intelligent documen- 
tary that cohesively outlines the major 
themes of the modem American horror film 
without lapsing into academic double-talk. 

Simon's main point - about movie vio- 
lence which may seem obvious to even casu- 
al horror fans but often gets lost in main- 
stream debates - is that the most influential 
horror films are often energized by then cur- 
rent societal concerns. So George Romero's 
Night of the Living Dead isn't Just about 
reanimated corpses chowing down on living 
flesh, it's a metaphor for American race rela- 


tions. So the sadism in Wes Craven's The 
Last House on the Left isn't just grindhouse 
exploitation, it's also a reaction to the ran- 
dom violence of Vietnam and Kent State. 
Tobe Hooper's The Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre, likewise, isn't just about chainsaw- 
wielding cannibals, it's a parable for the dys- 
functional American family and the gas cri- 
sis of the early '70s. American horror, 
Simon implies, isn't just about monsters - 
it's also about Americans. 

But Simon doesn't make these points him- 
self Instead, he lets the masters of the genre 
- Hooper. Craven, Romero, Tom Savini. 
John Carpenter and non-American (!?) 
David Cronenberg among them - speak for 
themselves. Uniformly intelligent and 
provocative, they talk about their films and 
what inspired them. Reinforcing their points 
is slyly deployed historical news footage 
which makes clear the ultimate truth: real 
life is far more horrific and obscene than any 
movie. 

Horror fans will likely be familiar with 
many of these arguments and ideas but 1 
have never seen them articulated in such an 
accessible and entertaining fashion. What 


emerges from ail these talking heads is a real 
sense of the fragility of the American psy- 
che. While the US of A boasts a united front 
to the world - especially post 9/11 - at home 
it must deal with a myriad of self-doubts. 
Theirs is a conflicted sense of seif which 
emerged post-WWlI when America The 
Good became aware of its own capacity for 
wickedness. 

Sean Plummer 


THE SPRINTING DEAD 

DAWN OE INE READ 

Starring Sarah Polley. Ving Rhames 
and Jake Weber 
Directed by Zack Snyder 
Written by James Gunn 
Universal Studios 

Well the chips are in and it's little surprise 
that Universal's Dawn of the Dead hit huge 
at the box office, even dethroning the Messi- 
ah on opening weekend - the people have 
spoken, they love zombies more than Jesus! 
And although the DeotZ-heads had barely left 
the theatre before getting down and dirty on 
a massive Romero vs. Snyder spatfest on 
me.ssage boards across the land, the truth is 
that Universal's Dawn has nothing much to 
do with Romero's original. We all knew that 
was gonna be the case: case closed. Let's 
move on. 

Dawn of the Dead circa 2004 is. literally, 
its own beast; a multi-million dollar high 
action gore flick for the multiplex crowd, 
oblivious to anything but stretching 
intestines across three hundred feet of jum- 
botron widescreen as pus-faced zombies 
feed on bodies and bullets. Right on. broth- 
er! 

Prior to seeing Dawn of the Dead, Rue 
Morgue was treated to the film's first eight 
minutes and there wasn't anyone at the 
office who wasn't absolutely stoked with the 
down-to-business. downright nasty, down- 
beat opener. On some level. Dawn of the 
Dead was the movie everyone was waiting 
for: a pulse-pounding, relentless assault of 
pus-faced, jaw-snapping zombies - lots of 
teeth, massive balls, and a ton of adrenaline. 

And everyone loved it: crowds cheered, 
headlines exploded and fans who were 
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doubtful seemed to grin in spite of it all. The 
zombie’s day had finally arrived. Or had it? 
Looking back on it now, after all the smoke 
has cleared and the blood dried, the movie 
that once made zombietown out of every 
major city across North America comes off 
as a significantly lesser achievement than we 
remember. 

That's because even though Dawn of ihe 
Dead was fun. occasionally thrilling, and a 
ton of blood, when it was all over I couldn’t 
deny the fact that it had absolutely no heart. 
And we're not surprised since this redux was 
made for completely different reasons than 
great horror movies are made... and it 
showed. This zombie may have come out of 
the gate swinging, but it barely got in the 
door before its principal "characters” - a 
team of tedious, odious, one-note fist-mag- 
nets. some of whom utter little more than a 
line or two over the course of the entire 
movie - put this roller coaster on coast. 

And even though every crossover jarhead 
who dropped twelve bones on this horror- 
show may have been impressed with all 
those slick, rapid-fire camera tricks explod- 
ing on the screen like a full-on diabetic fit. 
the fact remains that Zack Snyder and film 
editor Niven Howie crammed all that beau- 
tiful gore into a spastic crunch of grainy, 
arbitrarily sped up MTV nonsense. As a 
result, they ended up showing a hell of a lot 
less than they actually showed, if you get my 
drift. 

So our apologies, we don’t mean to come 
off as the cranky next door neighbour, but if 
you think this movie was god then you gotta 
TURN DOWN THAT NOISE! Yeah. Dawn 
of the Dead was instantly pleasurable, but it 
was also instantly forgettable; you decide 
what's more important to you. Even the Rue 
Crew’s brief appearance isn’t going to make 
me love it any more - sorry, I gotta be hon- 
est about this - but isn't that why you read 
Rue Morgue? 

Emma Anderson 


HELLBOY MEETS GIRL 

HEllBOY 

Starring Ron Perlman, Selma Blair 
and Jeffrey Tambor 

Written and directed by Guillermo del Toro 
Columbia Pictures 

This Just in: Hellboy is real! That’s right 
folks, the big red ape has been spotted at the- 
atres all over town and the public reaction 
isn’t quite what the B.P.R.D. expected - they 
love him! Guillermo del Toro’s intentionally 
diluted adaptation of Mike Mignola’s dark 
and edgy comic book series of the same 
name (RMU38) opened last month to the 



welcoming arms of the public, despite the 
fact that the source material is not nearly as 
well known as other superhero adaptations 
like Batman, Spider-Man, or X-Men. for 
example. The Hellboy uninitiated will no 
doubt see similarities in the storyline to A- 
A/en’s world of freaks who fight the things- 
that-go-bump-in-the-night under the cover 
of a secret government organization for the 
sake of humankind. 

In other words, del Toro does such a bang- 
up Job setting up Hellhoy's complex uni- 
verse that it’s not necessary for the average 
moviegoer to be as much of a comic dork as 
Gary Butler and 1 are in order to enjoy them- 
selves. A daunting task for the accomplished 
director, being that the main character is red, 
the supporting character is blue, the bad guy 
is a Satanic Nazi Monk and the ultimate 
threat to Earth are a group of virtually 
unpronounceable, cephalopod-like Love- 
craftian abominations who are trapped in 
monstrous crystalline objects orbiting Earth, 
waiting for Hellboy to wake the fuck up and 
realize his true calling in life. Got all that? 
Yeah it’s a lot to swallow, but del Toro mixes 
the medicine with so much sweetness that 
you’re left wanting more (he's already 
expressed an interest in sequels). 

What I mean is. the characters have so 
much heart and humanity that you can’t help 
falling in love with them. - particularly Big 
Red himself - whose vulnerability, adoles- 
cent angst and undying love for Liz makes 
you buy into the reality of the world more 
than the barrage of visual effects do. Sorry 
guys, this may be an action movie but the 
real heart of it lies within its characteriza- 
tion; it’s a love story and a father-son story 
with a profound lesson about what it is to 
"be a man.” It’s all about choices, and it's 


clear that del Toro made a lot of the right 
ones with this movie. For one, Ron Perl- 
man’s excellent performance, which is punc- 
tuated by the brilliant makeup of Rick 
Baker, is evidence that the director was right 
to hold off for six years until the studios 
agreed on casting the hulking character actor 
in the lead. 

Alright, I’ll admit it, Hellboy is a visual 
effects extravaganza, aimed more at teens 
than me. but it’s got miles of style. Though 
del Toro's usual sophisticated camera work 
and daring visual panache are also in full 
effect, it is dutifully inspired by Mignola’s 
signature chiaroscuro style. Shot in Prague, 
the film captures that Mignola old-world 
look; it’s dark, rainy and there is always 
something lurking in the shadows. In fact, 
the film is worth the price of admission 
alone for one apocalyptic and breathtaking 
effects shot of the cityscape, presided over 
by a sinister skyline that’s being penetrated 
by the massive tentacles of the Ogdru Jahad. 
It's something straight out of Ray Harry- 
hausen - I nearly orgasmed at the sight of it! 

All that being said, though. Hellboy comic 
fans may find themselves feeling slightly 
unsatisfied with this seemingly vegetarian 
version of it; instead craving the more adult, 
meat and potatoes meal Mignola's original 
works offer, Admittedly, the edgincss of the 
comic is somewhat watered down here, 
making me wonder why del Toro didn’t push 
for an R rating like he did with Blade //. 
though 1 have a feeling it had something to 
do with the studio. We can only hope the 
sequels arc a more satisfying meal, but 
there’s no question, we're in for one hell of 
a ride. 

Jen N'uckovic 
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THE JUDEO-CHMSTIAN 
CRUCIFIXION MASSACRE 

IHE PASSION Of JOE COOISI 

Starring James Caviezel. Monica Bellucci 
and Claudia Gerini 
Directed by Mel Gibson 

Written by Benedict Fitzgerald and Mel Gibson 
Icon Productions 

So many people coniacied us over Ihc 
ensuing weeks after Mel Gibson's bloody 
take on Jesus' last twelve hours came out. 
that we couldn't possibly ignore a review. Of 
course, that's skimming over the fact that 
The Passion of the Christ absolutely earned 
its place in these venerable pages by turning 
Christ's salvific death into an extended tor- 
ture sequence drenched in blood and doused 
with some very bad vibes. 

Nevertheless. The Passion of the Christ is 
ihc Jesus story that's been begging to get 
made since Charlie Heston kicked off his 
robes and sandals. And it isn't an easy thing 
to do. taking into account that a quarter of 
the world has a vested interest in the story. 
Even so. The Passion played it pretty much 
by the numbers: Jesus gets busied, found 
guilty, whipped, beaten, humiliated, tor- 
tured. then it's off to the cross. It isn't pretty 
but. hey. it wasn't meant lo be. 

Leave it to the mainstream media to 
entirely miss the point. All of the controver- 


sy surrounding The Passion came from com- 
plaints that the film was somehow anti- 
Semitic (a curious statement, considering 
Jesus was a Jew), and that it was theologi- 
cally misguided and a spiritual bring-down 
for church-going Christians. 

But that's what the white bread-stufTed 
liberals and their pony riding conser\aii\e 
peers have in common: utter ignorance of 
the bloody roots of Judeo-Christian religion, 
namely, that every bit of Jesus* lacerated, 
broken and ragged flesh is the very thing 
that brings salvation to believers worldwide. 
It's a crazy story, sure - undeniably sadistic 
- but there it is. 

We've noted before in these 
pages that some of our cul- 
ture's most cherished stories, 
including the as-far-as-you- 
can-gel-from-horror-type sto- 
ries. arc often steeped in brutal 
violence, and the Gospels arc 
no exception. Mel Gibson's 
breakthrough was having the 
balls to tell it as it was essen- 
tially written - within the con- 
text of the superhuman God- 
man that Christians believe Jesus to be. and 
the supernatural war he is waging against 
dark principalities and powers. 

1 guess what we’re getting at here is that 
the crucifixion as a dramatic, violent and 
genuinely shocking image has lost all of its 


power for North Americans, who'd rather 
worship the blonde doc-cyed hippie who 
presides over trinket shops across the coun- 
try. Too bad for them. Satan, demon kids, 
spooky faces in the trees and the miserably 
ruined body of a man nailed to a cross are all 
remarkably consistent with the story that 
faded from North American pulpits a centu- 
ry ago. But God still buys souls with blood 
and any faithful adaptation willing to over- 
look the blood part is just not giving you the 
Gospel truth, 

Kud Gudino 

A GHOSTLY PHOTO ALOUM 

WISCONSIN DEAIH IRIP 

Starring Ian Holm, Jo Vukelich 
and Jeffrey Golden 
Written and directed by James Marsh 
Home Vision Entertainment 

Every book of history has its black chap- 
ter. For the small town of Black River Falls. 
Wisconsin, that would be the last decade of 
the 1800s. a ten-year period seemingly 
besieged by an uncanny concentration of 
murders, suicides, infant deaths, acts of 
arson and general insanity. 

The facts, recorded in dispassionate prose 
by a local newspaper scribe and captured in 
grainy stills by one Charles Van Schaick. the 
town's photographer, were unearthed 70 
years later by historian Michael Levy who 
blew the lid off the story in his book called - 
fittingly - fi'isconsin Death Trip. 
.10 years later we have the movie, 
a re-imagining by director James 
Marsh evocatively captured by 
cinematographer Eigil Bryid. 

This movie is not easy to cate- 
gorize and falls somewhere 
between grim docudrama and 
artsy mockumentary. Alternat- 
ing between black and white 
stills of the period and modem 
re-enactments ofevcnt.s. also in 
black and while. Wisconsin 
Death Trip is a leisurely flip through a 
photo album of very dark portraits: babies in 
caskets, kids with guns, hanged men swing- 
ing in the wind and the haunted faces of peo- 
ple sick w ith love and loneliness... or just 
plain sick. Some stories whisk by in flashes, 
others recur, like the two kid brothers on a 
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SINGLE WHITE ^ 

CASTRHTING FEMALE 

NOWHERE MAN 

Starring Debbie Rochon and Michael Rodrick 
Written and directed by Tim McCann 
King Cobra Rims 

It's not just unkind to stereotype Debbie Rochon as a scream queen, it’s 
also woefully inaccurate, as she's spent recent years appearing in a wide 
variety of eccentric character parts. And while I hope she never stops 
doing cool little indie flicks, part of me would 
love to see her getting work in more main- 
stream fare, with ite attendant mainstream 
money. The idea may appall hardcore fans, 
but couldn't you just totally see her as the 
hot, bohemian substitute teacher everyone 
has a crush on in Malcolm in ffie Middle 
Hey, don’t shoot - just speculatin'. I 

She’s getting farther away from Linnea 

Quigley territory, but apparently our Deb's 
still not averse to nudity and violence, and ' 

there's plenty to be had in Nowhere Man, an 
unflinching and very uncomfortable film ^ ' 

about two seemingly decent people who ' 

end up doing horrible things to each other. Spoiler potential runs high 
here, so let’s just say that hitherto average couple Jennifer and Conrad 
(vividly essayed by Rochon and Rodrick) have a spat - a really, REALLY 
serious spat - which culminates in her chopping off and absconding with 
his tallywacker and holding it for ransom. 

Conrad is informed that his absent friend can be reattached within 24 
hours as long as it's kept on ice, and much of the film details his attempts 
to reclaim what's rightfully his while precious seconds tick away. (And 
yes, this is medically credible - several years ago a friend of mine had 
two fingers successfully reattached after a nasty table saw accident. Oh, 
yeah, and then there was that Bobbitt fella.) 

Plenty of filmmakers would have approached this story as a Women's 
Studies 101 ode to the Castrating Female, and plenty more would have 
strip mined it for all manner of outrageous Freudian flights of fancy. All 
that and more can indeed be found sporadically in Nowhere Man, but 
writer/director Tim McCann wisely concentrates his energy on story and 
characterization, pulling off one of tfie more impressive lo-fi efforts of the 
year thus far. 

Uncle Lloyd Kaufman has a brief appearance, by the way - his second 
go-round as a doctor giving a patient bad news about his genitals. The 
first person who can name the other film in which he had a similar role 
will receive... well, nothing, actually, so don't bother. 

John W. Bowen 


killing rampage or the schoolmarm given over to an uncontrol- 
lable urge to smash windows. 

Weightless, episodic, and overlong, iVisconsin Death Trip is 
one of those movies that kind of wafts by like a dream. You may 
find yourself trying to stir up the interest to see it, but once you 
do, chances are you won’t forget it. It is a unique and bizarre 
selection of true stories about people who once flirted with death 
or who were simply doomed to die. No question, this is a really 
special trip, a photo essay of human beings at the frayed edges 
of existence and their eager transition from life into the grim and 
ghostly afterimage of death. Seldom does morbidity have that 
kind of allure. Includes commentary from Marsh and Bryld and 
the documentary Midwestern Gothic: The Making of Wisconsin 
Death Trip. 

FRAGRANT TRASH 

CERS DREAD 

Starring Jay Chandrasekhar, 

Kevin Heffernan and Steve Lemme 
Directed by Jay Chandrasekhar 
Written by Broken Lizard 
Fox Searchlight 

Something about Ciuh Dread smells fishy, 
and it’s not just the multiple red herrings that 
the horror-comedy heaves at the audience with 
gleeful abandon. The latest offering from the 
Broken Lizard comedy troupe (the addled brains behind 200rs 
Super Troopers) suffers from lame gags, lazy writing, misfired 
Jokes and thin characterization, but does exude its own retarded 
charm. 

This time out. the boys (director Chandrasekhar. Heffernan, 
Lemme. Paul Soter and Erik Stolhanske) play clueless, homy 
staff members on Pleasure Island, a rum-soaked island paradise 
run by Coconut Pete (Bill Paxton), a ‘70s rock star whose resem- 
blance to Jimmy '‘Margaritaville” Buffett is purely unintentional 
(Pete's big hit was Pina Colada-Burg). When their co-workers 
start getting chopped up by a masked, machete-wielding killer, 
they allay panic by keeping the party going as they try to figure 
out who dunnit. 

The Lizard make respectful nods to Jaws, Friday the i3ih and 
Psycho, and they even colour their kills with a little grue. But 
what makes Club Dread tolerable is the cast’s commitment. 
These people are not dumb, they know this movie is stupid, but. 
hey, it doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun, right'.’ 

So let’s guess who the killer is. Could it be Sam (Stolhanske), 
the uptight head of the Fun Police? Or maybe it’s the new 
masseur Lars (Heffernan), whose touch can send you into a five- 
minute orgasm, and who harbours an unusual passion for Pete. 
Or is it Putnam (Chandrasekhar), the dreadlocked British tennis 
pro (and twit) in love with the oversexed aerobic instructor Jenny 
(Brittany Daniel)? 

And don’t forget the boobies. Cabin Fever director Eli Roth 
has got to be pissed that Jordan Ladd waggled her teats for the 
Broken Lizard guys but not him. Throw in a bunch more anony- 
mous tits, a lesbo kiss and, hey, you’ve got yourself a party! 

But Broken Lizard is no Monty Python. Watch The Holy Graii 
for the 20th time? Sure! Revisit Club Dread? Umm... a darkened 
theatre with a bunch of other popcorn-sedated knuckleheads is 
the best place to view this fragrant trash which, no doubt, is on 
its way to DVD as you read this. 

Sean Plummer 
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Brain Damage Films H 

I have to admit, there are two things in life I really enjoy; online sex and vampire ^ V 

movies (two more reasons why you have this column. Lance -Ed). So imagine my , W 

thrill when I was handed this puppy to review; not only do I get to watch three hot ^ 4 / f 

vampire vixens strut around in schoolgirl outfits, but they also run their own online ^ 

porno site! And I get paid for this! Anyway, when not cockteasing guys to death, these j 

fanged femmes are out for female flesh, thereby justifying many a memorable vam- JaBiB 

pire lesbo scene, like the one where Canuck scream queen Isabelle Stephen gets tongued to death. Talk 
about going down with a bang! Eventually, the cops kill the party and ^e inevitable question arises: will a 
breast implant stop a wooden stake? What do you think? 

Body Count: 12 ; 

Percentage Of Vampires Who Wear Thongs: 100 i 

KENTUCKY FRIED CARRION £ 

INI vyiiym's [yi 1 

Brain Damage Films 

This complete bastardization of the vampire myth moves from Liberia, Africa to the 

horse stables of the elite in Virginia, where wealthy debutante Lucy meets the strange ! .Tw ‘uT 

Count Klaus Vogul, her eccentric new neighbour who has a slight acne problem. The ■ - - — ^ 


THE HORROa THE HORROR 

SCREAMING REAR 

Starring Misty Mundae 
and Rachael Robbins 
Written and directed by 
Brett Piper 

El Independent Cinema 

El Independent Cinema 
and one of its plethora of 
micro-budget smut-produc- 
ing .subsidiaries strive to 
get seriously scary for the first time with 
Screaming Dead, an uncharacteristic sex- 
free romp through the hidden torture cham- 
ber of an abandoned psychiatric institution. 
Unfortunately trading in the usual overdose 
of girly nudity for some genuinely creepy 
moments still doesn't save the film from 
being a epic snoozefesl for the first hour, 
boasting just a couple lo-fi ghosts, some 
gooey ectoplasm, but no real gore, and a 
whole lot of bitching and whining. 

This plodding but ambitious production 
tells the tale of a renowned fetish photogra- 
pher. Roger Neale (played by Joseph Far- 
rell). who hires three naive but consentual 
models to participate in a week-long shoot at 
an asylum with the gruesome rumoured his- 
tory of having the bodies of 1000 tortured 
boys buried below. The models soon discov- 
er the eccentric photographer has a patho- 
logical streak of his own - but still, none of 
the fame-hungry strumpets is willing to walk 
away from the job. 

It's Neale's dark side and the shackled 



Count lures Lucy with his vampiric pockmarked prowess until her Mentis are forced to call in an old ally. Van 
Helsing, who leads the group in a war against Count Clearasil and his minions. The culmination, though par- 
ticularly violent, only helps to slightly elevate The Vulture's Eye above the mundane. Caveat Emptor; the cover 
art features actors and nipples that do not, in fact, appear in the movie. 

Body Count: 10 

Scenes Witii Blood Spurting Onto Bare Breasts: 11 

VAMP AND VAPiD 

IRE GHRWER RE RIROR 

Brain Damage Films 

I can honestly say that, before I saw this film. I never in my life imagined that I would 
ever see a vampire getting killed while the song Roll Out The Barrel played in the 
background. Don't get me wrong, nobody likes taking a peek at sweater meat more than I do, and I fully sup- 
port when out-of-work Penthouse Pets like Robin Brown can land a choice role in a horror flick, but even I 
have my limits! With enough bare-breasted babes and burp and fart jokes to rival a Lloyd Kaufman jaunt. 
The Shower of Stood can be fun only if you're high and horny. 

Body Count: 6 

Breast Massaging Scenes: 8 

LAST CHANCE LANCE 



Misty Mundae, whipped bloody and uncon- 
scious. which eventually conjure the sado- 
masochistic ghost who designed and con- 
structed the basement chamber of horrors. 
The apparition makes short work of Neale, 
smashing his head to a viscous and bloody 
pulp. leaving the panic-stricken girls with 
the newly resurrected ghost, who’s literally 
getting medieval on their nubile asses. 

Unlike other El releases, there’s a solid 
(and even intriguing) story here and the 
actors actually - gasp! - act. But the dod- 
dling pace and special effects (forgettable 
and sometimes laughable) detract immea- 
surably from that which docs work in the 
movie’s favour: primarily the atmosphere 
provided by filming at an actual abandoned 
mental hospital. 



The Worw 

NTSC. PAL AND REGION 1 thru 6 DVDs , 

WWW.DIAB0LIKDVD.COM 

ASIAN S ADULT RELEASES « SECURE ON-LINE ORDERING « BBT. FRIENDLY i EFFICIENT SERVM 
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The DVD extras pack in three documen- 
taries, a photo gallery and interviews with 
the director and cast. But buyer beware: the 
beastly thing on the DVD cover art does not. 
at any time, actually appear in the film, nor 
do any hands ever emerge from monster’s 
mouths. 

.Monica S. Kuebier 

RETURN TR JERUSALEM'S LOT 

SALEM'S LOT 

Starring Rob Lowe, Samantha Mathis 
and Donald Sutherland 
Directed by Mikael Salomon 
Written by Peter Filardi, based on the 
novel by Stephen King 
Warner Brothers 

Tobe Hooper’s 1979 made-for-cable 
filmic adaptation of Salem 's Lot, arguably 
Stephen King’s greatest work, received 
mixed reviews due to its slow pace, likely a 
result of its lengthy miniscrics running time, 
but a good deal of its casual viewers were 
summarily crccpcd and impressed. Hardcore 
fans of the book, however, weren’t as easily 
convinced. This June, those rabid readers 
will be rewarded with a more faithful adap- 
tation of the novel from Mikael Salomon 
(accomplished cinematographer and televi- 
sion director) airing on TNT 

Jettisoning the prologue of King's novel - 
a man and boy fleeing eternal darkness - 
Salem's Lot opens with novelist turned vam- 
pire hunter Ben Meats (Lowe) hot on the 
trail of Father Callahan (James Cromwell) in 
an inner city wasteland. Meats 
tries to kill Callahan and both 
men end up in critical condition 
in a hospital before we head 
back to the beginning of the 
story - set in the sleepy town of 
Jerusalem's Lot. 

The biggest changes in the 
new Salem "s Lot, aside from the 
film’s impressive production 
values, are found in the character 
of Callahan. In King’s novel, Callahan was a 
good man whose lack of faith led him to 
destruction and to drink from the reeking 
flesh of the vampire Barlow, but in this 
retooling. Callahan boasts many more dark 
surprises. Barlow (played by an aged Rutger 
Hauer) isn’t the Max Schrcck-ish creature 


we saw in Hooper’s lake, but a more 
fleshed-out vampire with a creepy personal- 
ity. Donald Sutherland is also wide-eyed 
crazy as the diabolical Straker. Barlow's 
guardian, which is fun to watch even if it is 
a bit over-the-top. 

One thing this remake has in common 
with the original is its three-hour running 
lime, a necessity given that so much time is 
required to establish the town and the char- 
acters along with the vampire hunter's quest. 
You couldn't make a two-hour feature film 
of Salem's Lot - there wouldn't be enough 
time - thus the film validates the miniseries 
format in terms of adapting King's epic 
works. 

Although modest in terms of gore, the film 
ends with a cool Dawn of the DtW-like ram- 
page in the vampire-ridden town that ends 
what is perhaps the best interpretation of 
King’s masterwork that fans could possibly 
hope for. This version also proves that, 
based on the recent evidence, television is 
where King belongs, where his work is most 
comfortable. 

David Grove 

A QUICK STROKE 

JOHN CAHPENTLH: 

LEAH IS JOST THE BEGINNING 

Starring John Carpenter. George Romero 
and Jamie Lee Curtis 
Directed by Garry Grant 
Image Entertainment 

Sometimes I forget how fucking 
badass John Carpenter really is. Even 
his lesser films {Ghosts of Mars) and 
his outright turkeys (Memoirs of an 
Invisible Man) arc littered with the 
man's signature style and homemade 
throbbing synth soundtracks. Here's 
a guy who has aggressively paved 
his way through Hollywood, play- 
ing his game by his own rules, no 
matter what the cost. At the very 
least, he’s one of the few working genre 
directors to get his name above the title 
treatment in almost every one of his films. 

Image Entertainment’s unimaginatively 
titled John Carpenter: Fear is Just the 
Beginning is a loo-brief. British documen- 
tary chronicling the maverick aesthetic of 



Salem’s Lot: A faithful adaptation. 


the artist through clips, voice-over and peer 
testimonials. Charting the man's first Oscar- 
winning short film through to Dark Star, 
As.saiilt on Precinct 13. and all the way to 
the box office fiop/cult masterpiece The 
Thing to the aforementioned, questionable 
but still fun. Cho-m of Mars, we get to know 
what makes the wild-eyed, silver-haired 
auteur lick. Sort of. 

Interviews with Alice Cooper (from the 
pitch black Prince of Darkness), ex-wife and 
ex-musc Adrienne Barbeau {The Fog. 
Escape Fivm New York), protege Jamie Lee 
Curtis {The Fog and - DUH - Halloween. 
fool!) and. of course, lifelong friend Kurt 
Russell (too many to mention) offer fun. rev- 
erent, in-depth snapshots of the visionary 
filmmaker’s ultra-quirky work habits, but 
only for a measly 60 minutes. 

Don't blink, 'cause this feature is way too 
short to get too deep. I’m not sure what the 
retail on this puppy is. but I personally 
wouldn't lay down anything more than ten 
clams for it. True, 1 AM a cheap bastard, but 
honestly, the only people who would care to 
see this are the drooling, devout fans, and 
most of the content on John Carpenter said 
fans already know inside and out. 

Even so, 1 enjoyed the program while it 
lasted, and it did remind me what a true orig- 
inal Carpenter was and still is. But as usual, 
buyer beware; it's Just one hour of JC rod- 
stroking and not a single special feature. 
Kind of a rip-off if you ask me. 

Chris Alexander 
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SEVERE INJURIES 

vvimJwppycloudpietures.com 

Sei/ere Injuries is the first feature-length movie 
from Pittsburgh-based writer (and sometime RM 
contributor) Mike Watt and director Amy Lynn Best 
who. not long ago. appeared in this column with the 
effective short, Were-GrrI. The promise shown in 
that film is in full-bloom here. Severe Injuries \e\\s 
the offbeat tale of sad sack Melvin Hubble, the lat- 
est in a long family line of extremely unsuccessful 
serial killers. Listening to his father’s deathbed 
words telling him to make something of himself as 
a murderer, he decides to sneak into the Rho Rho 
Rho sorority house and chop up some fine coeds. 
Alas for Melvin, there happens to be another serial 
killer in the house with similar ideas. Thanks to a 


smart, punchy script and a great cast 
of Charlie Fleming, Robyn Griggs, 
and Lilith Stabs to pull it off (with 
special appearances by Debbie 
Rochon and Lloyd Kaufman), Injuries 
comes off as a lighthearted and 
funny horror-comedy. Director Best 
displays a good sense of comedic 
timing and also nice restraint when 
it comes to the gory details - a less- 
er director would have been tempt- 
ed to go overboard in the name of 
horror, but she knew what she was 
making and handled it like a pro. 
For genre fans with a sense of 
class, this comes highly recom- ' 
mended. 


BlAfRAID... Bl BABllY AFRAID. 
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B-MOVIE: THE MAKING OF FARMHOUSE MASSACRE 
vvww.bloodcinema.com 

B-Movie: The Making of Farmhouse Massacre is, like most satirical mockumentaries, a film that will either 
delight or disgust its target audience - in this case, the no-budget horror filmmaking community. The fact is, that 
ever since the home video revolution exploded, individuals who would normally never be allowed within a hundred 
yards of a movie set are now making their own lo-fi productions and calling themselves directors and producers. 
B-Movie pokes fun at these people but also smacks of a truth that it is almost depressing. Through its comical por- 
trait of inept, hollow, sociopathic characters. B-Movie shows us that most of these ''filmmakers" are really no-tal- 
ent amateurs who take pleasure in passing themselves off as well-seasoned professionals. Judging from the 
majority of the stacks of screeners we receive daily (the ones we decline to review), it’s a dissertation that is dif- 
ficult not to agree with. 


DRAIN U 

Come & Take It Productions 
Contact: drainumovie@aol.com 

Drain U \s a 33-minute featurette deeply influenced by The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre that makes no bones about it: from the rural 
Texas setting and nutbag inbred family, right on down to the chaotic 
finale featuring a fear-crazed victim running for her life down a dirt 
road. But it wouldn’t be right to brand writer/director Clint Milby's nar- 
rative debut as a rip-off. As a homage to Hooper’s bellwether of buzz, 
it's as strong as they come and has a frenzied feel and disturbing 
atmosphere all its own. In fact, the film manages to cram so much 
action and manic lunacy into its tight frame that it makes one wonder 
whether Chainsaw might’ve been even more effective with a shorter 
running time. Blasphemous, but it's really that good. 
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^MCRlCnN GOTHIC 


Starring Mickey Rourke, Robert De Niro 

and Lisa Bonet 

Directed by Aian Parker 

Written by William Hjortsberg and Alan Parker 

Artisan 

Man {The Wall) Parker's haunting, dream- 
like adaptation of William Hjortsberg's dev- 
astatingly cool cult novel Falling Angel was 
unleashed upon an unsuspecting world by a 
sinking studio in the Fall of 1987. Charting 
the slow spiraling annihilation 
of greasy, down-and-out 
I950‘s gumshoe Harry Angel 
(played by real deal badass 
method actor Mickey Rourke) 
at the hands of mysterious, 
grinning benefactor Louis 
Cyphre (Robert De Niro, in 
his Martin Scorsese goes to 
Hell mode). Parker's film was 
a true American Gothic, chock 
full of shadows, sexuality, 
obsessive imagery and Faust- 


ian tragedy. 

Inexplicably retitled Angel 
Heart, the movie came and 
went, finding its rabid cult on 
home video where it was 
eventually released due to 
public demand - in an extra 
intense (and gruesomcly erot- 
ic) director's cut (included 
here). Today, the film remains 
not only one of my personal 
favourite horror noirs. but one 
of the most seriously dis- 
cussed and debated supernat- 
ural melodramas of all time. 

For years Angel Heart fans 
have had to make do with the 
bare bones, poorly transferred 
domestic DVD (although an 
excellent British R2 release 
does exist). I've spent many a 
sticky summer night staring at 
my ceiling fan waiting for the 
big badass Special Edition 
that this modem classic so 
richly deserves. Well, fellow retro-Satanists. 
our limbo has ended. Artisan’s new Deluxe 
Edition is gorgeous on every level: from the 
melting menus and anamorphic transfer to 
the jaw-dropping extras, killer commen- 
taries (by Parker and Rourke) and stunning 
5.1 sound. 

Speaking of sound, the shattering score by 
Trevor Jones and Courtney Pine is one of the 
major reasons the film has resonated this 
long. Jones’ blues-laced ambient drones and 
Pine's otherworldly echo chamber sax stings 
hold Hjortsberg 's hard-bitten source materi- 
al. Parker's voodoo-drenched visions and a 
gaggle of bravura perfor- 
mances (including a stunning 
turn by c%~Coshy kid Lisa 
Bonet) together, fleshing out 
an already nightmarish cine- 
matic canvas. This release 
brings out aspects in the 
soundtrack that I'd only 
dreamed existed. If you're 
deaf, too bad for you. 

Chris .Mexander 


COMC FOR THe 
MONSTCRS, STiqV FOR 
'D.nviD G^Lef 

SYNGENOII |I99D| OVD 

Starring Starr Andrieff and David Gale 
Directed by George Elanjian Jr. 

Written by Michael Carmody 
and Brent V. Friedman 
Elite Entertainment 

The hierarchy, the pecking order, the food 
chain, call it what you will - every genre and 
sub-genre of film has one. and the '80s mon- 
ster movie is no exception. Alien and The 
Thing rule the roost, while Piimpkinheail 
and Predator can be spotted a few levels 
down. Descend further and say howdy to 
Humanoids Fwm the Deep, Creattiiv and 
The Pmphecy. And at some point just before 
bottoming out with C.H.U.D.. The Being 
and XTRO (mmm... naked Maryam 
D'Abo), you'll cross paths with Syngenor, a 
poverty row also-ran that may not exactly 
leave you traumatized but 
is nonetheless possessing 
of a certain charm, 
thanks primarily to the 
presence of the late great 
David Gale, better 
known to Mo/ywe-ites as 
Re-Aninuitor'% maniacal 
Dr. Carl Hill. 

The titular creature - 
its name an acronym 
(kinda) for Synthesized 
Genetic Organism - actually had its origins 
in Scan'd to Death, a 1982 cheapic by 
William Malone. (Several decades and bil- 
lions of studio dollars later. Malone would 
direct the CGI-intensive and largely sub- 
stance-free remake of The House on Haunt- 
ed Hill, and hence deserves to be sodomized 
by a nearsighted but enthusiastic bull 
moose.) 

Syngenor was revived a few years later in 
1990 for this eponymous sequel, and the 
result is pretty much what you’d expect for a 
film of its subject matter, vintage and bud- 
get: a bunch of suspiciously Gigeresque 
lookin' critters engineered by the Military- 
Industrial Complex - and where would '80s 
horror be without the dreaded M.I.C.? - 
escape and lurch around awkwardly, kill 
people and. well, fuck shit up big time. 

But that's not the main attraction here, 
kids. Nope, it's all about David Gale, and if 
you thought he was over-thc-top in Re-Ani- 
mator (as I did), his turn as a drug-crazed, 
power-mad. paranoid, bug-eyed corporate 
bigwig in Syngenor will put you in mind of 
Richard Mulligan's wonderfully unhinged 
perfonnance in S.O.B., or maybe William 
Shatner playing Richard III on crack. 
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Syngetior may not be a classic, but props 
are due to cousin Vini and the rest of the 
crazy, mixed-up kids at Elite for putting 
together such a stellar re-release. The film 
looks great and the DVD comes all dressed 
with extras, including stills, an FX doc for 
the nerds, video footage of Gale introducing 
the film to an extremely enthusiastic audi- 
ence at a Japanese festival, and a fun com- 
mentary track from actress Starr Andrieff. 
producer Jack Murphy and writer Brent 
Friedman. 

.lohn \V. BoHcn 

DJ>IMN DIRTVDVD! 

PlUNfr OF IHF APFS 351H 
AimiVFIIW FDIFIDIi |I9GS| DVD 

Starring Charlton Heston, 

Roddy McDowall and Kim Hunter 
Directed by Frankiin J. Schaffner 
Written by Pierre Bouiie, Michaei Wilson 
and Rod Serling 
20th Century Fox 

Franklin Schaffner’s adaptation of Pierre 
Boulle's mind-bending, ass-backwards. evo- 
lutionary-challenged sci-tl epic Plane! of the 


Apes is one of the most enduring and influ- 
ential cult films of all time, launching four 
pallindromic sequels, a pretty lousy TV 
series, a cartoon that no one saw. cheap toys 
and scores of crass merchandise (I still have 
the lunch box!) and of course - gulp - most 
distressingly. Tim Burton's generally 
abysmal “rethinking." 

What began as a serious-minded. Rod Ser- 
ling penned, chin-stroking intellectual action 
picture was eventually ironed out into 
Happy Meal-friendly idiocy. But even if the 
franchise eventually morphs into a Simp- 
sons-esque stage musical ("They finally 
made a monkey out of meeeee..!") it won't 
really matter. Planet of the Apes has legs, 
man. big hairy legs. It has survived the years 
unscathed, its ability to shock, provoke and 
entertain remains intact, as it is indeed one 
of the rare genre crossover films that truly 
“has it all" - tons of violent, primal action. 
John Chambers eerie ape cowls. Stone Age 
set design, a jarring experimental Jerry 
Goldsmith score, Roddy McDowcirs 
career-defining turn as fey chimp doctor 
Cornelius, pointed socio-political satire, a 
sucker punch of an ending, and of course 


big. bad. hairy-chested 
He-Man Chuck “Moses” 

Heston and his hyper 
dramatic, squint-eyed 
line readings. It's a 
madhouse! A MAD- 
HOUSE! But is it worth 
buying'? 

Ultimately this is 
really Just another in a 
long line of big studio 
reissue bamboozles; for the first time Planet 
purchaser, this one's a winner but if you 
fancy yourself an Apes compictist and 
believe that getting your stinking paws on 
this damn dirty disc is going to further your 
simian smarts, you might want to think 
twice and buy the Special Edition of Mon- 
keyhone instead. Or better yet. a bootleg of 
Larry Buchanan's hot and stupid softcore 
cheapic Mistress of the Apes. Aw shit, there 
I go getting all Schizoid Cinephile on your 
ass. Sorry. Bite my banana. 

Chris Alexander 

joe PiSCOPO’S HCLL 

DEAD HEAI |I9SS| DVD 

Starring Treat Williams. Joe Piscopo 
and Vincent Price 
Directed by Mark Goldblatt 
Written by Terry Black 
Anchor Bay Ent. 

There's an old saying that goes, “When 
there is no more room in Hell. Joe Piscopo 
shall make movies." 

Okay, there’s actually 
not. but there should 
be. and Dead Heat is 
the reason. The 1988 
buddy-cop zombie 
comedy may have 
been ahead of its 
time in terms of 
genre mash-up. but 
consider it a failed 
curiosity for three 
reasons: Joe Pis- 
copo. generally messy 
filmmaking... and Joe Piscopo. 

The bodybuilder and former SNL cast 
member co-stars as Detective Doug Bigelow 
who. along with partner Roger Mortis 
(Williams), investigates a series of robberies 
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committed by the recently reanimated. 
Williams plays the straightlaced one, and 
Piscopo, the overbcaring-clown-who-can't- 
stop-mugging-for-the-camera one. Together 
they discover a drug company has invented 
a “resurrection machine." which comes in 
handy afier Roger is killed during the bust. 
The device can't stop decomposition so 
they've only got twelve hours to solve 
Roger’s murder (although because the 
movie randomly flips between night and 
day, it seems more like a week). 

Overall it’s a good coneept for a campy 
adventure, but no flick could hold up under 
Piscopo 's goofy demeanor and lame one-lin- 
ers (“Personally, I’d like to come back as the 
seat on a girl’s bicycle.") much less the ama- 
teur direction of Mark Goldblatt, whose 
other feature is the shoddy Dolph Lundgren 
Punisher. 

The good news is the film has aged so 
poorly (check out the synth score!), that it 
has now earned a place in the 
so-bad-it’s-good category. 

Plus, it’s got Vincent Price in 
a small, but deliciously vil- 
lainous part, and boasts bril- 
liant creature effects by Steve 
Johnson (Species, Big Trouble 
in Little China) - notably a 
reanimated bull carcass in a 


butcher shop [topped only by the hilarious 
(lying liver that attacks Piscopo's face! -Ed] 
and a still-cool decomposition sequence 
near the end of the film. 

Furthermore. Anchor Bay includes com- 
mentary. deleted scenes (which arc really 
alternate takes), and the script on DVD- 
ROM. Sure. Dead Heat is a total car wreck, 
but it's one involving a car full of circus 
clowns driven by Joe Piscopo. and that’s 
weirdly entertaining. 

Dave .Alexander 

CND OF iqN'CR?! 

1990: 19E BRONX WABIIIOBS |I9SZ| DVB 

Starring Mark Gregory. Stefania Girolami 

and Fred Williamson 

Directed by Enzo G. Castellari 

Written by Elsa Briganti, Enzo G. Castellari 

and Dardano Sacchetti 

Shriek Show 

After the international box office suc- 
cess of Mud Max ( 1 979) and The Road 
Warrior (1981), the usual suspects in 
Italy cobbled together some kit cars 
and used sports equipment and quickly 
cranked out a slew of cheap, post- 
apocalyptic action/sci-fi hybrids. They 
wrestled for rental shelf space with the 
ninja films Cannon Group was churn- 


ing out at the time, and are kitsch curios of 
the early days of home video. Castellari’s 
/ 990: 1 guerrieri del Bronx is the best exam- 
ple of the cycle, avoiding the slavish devo- 
tion to The Road Warrior that characterised 
his next film. Warriors of the Wasteland 
(1983). by borrowing liberally from A 
Clockwork Orange (1971). The Warriors 
( 1 979) and Escape from Nev^- York (1981). 

In the story, the Bronx has been aban- 
doned by law enforcement and is controlled 
by a handful of street gangs. 

Castellari felt he had a star in Marco de 
Gregorio, a 1 7-year-old Italian bodybuilder, 
so he cast him as Trash, the leader of a 
badass biker gang. Unfortunately, Gregorio 
did not speak English and was quite effete. 
Against genuine hard-boiled genre vets like 
rival gang leaders The Ogre (Williamson) 
and Golan (big George Eastman), he is alter- 
nately wooden and swish. Castellari’s 
daughter plays the reluctant heiress to the 
evil Manhattan Corporation, who runs away 
to the Bronx and ends up in Trash’s arms. 
Morrow chews up the place as a ruthless 
renegade cop hired to retrieve the girl, but 
with the aid of reluctant interloper Hot Dog 
(Christopher Connelly), he plans to bum 
down the borough. Some tasty gore and a 
fiery flame-thrower holocaust climax pro- 
vide much of the fun. 

Shriek Show's DVD is beautiful but bit- 
tersweet. The disc features a stunning, uncut 
print in the original 2.35:1 aspect ratio but. 
ala.s, the golden age of Italian genre cinema 
had passed by the time this film was made. 
It is typical of the time, but still comes off as 
cheap and tired. Cinematographer Sergio 
Salvati, one of the best in the business, had 
just ended a long-running association with 
Lucio Fulci. whose career never recovered, 
and Vic Morrow was killed on the set of The 
Twilight Zone (1983) weeks after complet- 
ing this film. 

The highlight of the otherwise standard 
extras is a 40-minute interview with Fred 
Williamson. The Hammer pulls no punches 
as he reminisces about his work in Italy and 
the decline of the industry there. A fine DVD 
from Media Blasters, but a capsule of an era 
perhaps best left uncelebrated, except maybe 
by the former pizza-faced adolescents who 
blew their busboy wages renting this crap. 

The Gore-Met 
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SCREAMS AND WHISPERS 

THE DARK CINEMA OF INGMAR BERGMAN 


6ij f i 'eai! £^u/n/ner 


U nless the conversation has turned to IKEA, the words 
“Sweden” and “horror" are rarely uttered in the same 
breath. But Ingmar Bergman, the globally respected 
auteur whose angst-ridden cinema inspired Woody Allen 
to get serious, made scary movies too, although you’re not likely to 
hear his name whispered alongside Carpenter, Romero or Craven. 

Bergman’s conception of "life as pain” permeates his wor1<, 
although his dark vision of a godless world rarely expressed itself 
within the narrowly-defined visual or structural confines of a single 
genre. Instead, Bergman’s tales of disintegrating relationships and 
unbearable mental anguish would find a home in high art, not hor- 
ror. But the horror was there; though the pain in Bergman’s films 


was all interior (little grue was ever splashed around his sets), it was 
there, and it was real. 

Even so, Bergman walked the fine line and, on his more sinister 
projects, arguably crossed it. Hour of the M'o//(1968) is a Gothic 
vampire movie filmed shortly before the opening of his acclaimed 
drama of personal disintegration. Persona. The Serpent’s Egg 
(1977), his sole English-language effort, was produced by the leg- 
endary Dino De Laurentiis during Bergman’s tax exile from Sweden. 
Both are part of MGM's recently released six-disc Ingmar Bergman 
Collection (which also includes Persona, Shame and The Passion of 
Ann^ and represent the enigmatic Swede at his most surreal and 
viscerally terrifying. 



o/'t/u- 'Uy/'{( 96 !sy 
Starring Max Von Sydow, Liv Ullmann 
and Gertrude Fridh 

Written and directed by Ingmar Bergman 

How of the Wolf casts Bergman regular 
Max Von Sydow as Johan Borg, a tortured 
artist who drags his young wife Anna (Liv 
Ullmann) to a remote island so he can paint 
in peace. But Johan's work has become sin- 
ister and Anna suspects that her husband, 
who has begun hallucinating, is going mad. 
Steadily loosening Johan's already tenuous 
grip on reality are the attentions of the 
island's gentry, a pack of decayed sybarites 
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that include his former lover 
(Ingrid Thulin). Anna struggles 
to hold onto her marriage and her 
sanity as Johan gives in to his 
demonic visions. 

As he would do less than a 
decade later with Scene.<i From a 
Marriage. Bergman reveals mar- 
ital decay like a rock turned over 
to reveal the worms writhing 
underneath. His longtime cine- 
matographer. Sven Nykvist, is a 
master of light and shadow 
whose spooky work heightens Bergman's 
already eerie scenarios. Several scenes 
evoke Cocteau’s surrealism, while 
Bergman's own images (including a man 
suddenly walking up a wall into 
darkness) were obviously 
absorbed by the likes of David 
Lynch. 

.J7te'le/ybe/f/\' ((977) 

Starring David Garradine, 

Liv Ullmann and Gert Froebe 
Written and directed 
by Ingmar Bergman 

The Serpent's Egg is, at least 
visually, very un-Bcrgmanesque. 

Flush with a large budget and 
cast for the first time, the direc- 
tor abandons his trademark meditative 
close-ups in favour of lush production 
design, still his nihilistic vision remains 
intact. Set in 1920s Berlin, The Serpent's 


Egg casts David Carradine 
(Bill from Kill Bill) as Abel 
Rosenberg, an unemployed 
American trapeze artist 
drifting into alcoholism in 
the days leading up to 
Hitler’s failed Munich 
putsch. As acquaintances 
start dying around him and 
the city succumbs to fear in 
the wake of economic, 
social and political col- 
lapse, Abel falls into para- 
noia - which proves justified when he stum- 
bles onto a conspiracy involving pre-Mcn- 
gele human experimentation. 

With De Laurentiis' money and Nykvist's 
camera. Bergman revives 
the Expressionist cinema 
of Fritz Lang and F.W. 
Mumau but overlays it 
with the heavy dread of 
knowing exactly which 
way history is headed. Less 
aesthetically “horror" than 
Hour of the Wolf. Serpent 
posits pre-war Berlin as a 
psychotic wonderland. 
When Alex tells a clinging 
prostitute to “go to hell,” 
she replies. amused, 
“Where do you think we 

Bergman’s horror may be less bloody than 
we are used to but it is no less frightening. % 
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Y ou read about the little-known terrors 
from across the globe a few issues back 
{RM#36 - World of Terror), now it’s our plea- 
sure to inform you that you can feast your 
culture-starved eyes on some of the very titles 
we highlighted in that article - all thanks to 
Mondo Macabro, the independent distributor 
from England fronted by noted genre authority 


and author Pete Tombs. Rue Morgue recently 
delved into Mondo Macabro’s exclusive 
European catalogue, ripe with all manner of 
delicious cinematic obscurities never before 
seen by North American eyes, but available to 
you tor the very first time (as long as you have 
a region-free player, given that the releases are 
in PAL format). 


A M aku mq ni rttm inst [bto] dvi 

Starring Jose Mojica Marins, Sergio Hingst 
Directed by Jose Mojica Marins 

Jose Mojica Marins is Brazil's first horror film- 
maker. The first two films featuring his cinemat- 
ic alter ego, the philosophical gravedigger Ze do 
Caixao (literally Jose of the Grave) or Coffin Joe, 
were enormously successful and made him a 
national sensation. The third Coffin Joe film, the 
controversial Awakening of the Beast (a.k.a. 0 
Despertar da Bestdi, was banned by the military 
dictatorship of the day and derailed his career. 

Marins, reaching for a more intellectual audi- 
ence with Awakening, chose to address the drug 
problem in contemporary Brazilian society and 
his own notoriety. A group of psychologists, 
including Marins, take turns relating tales of 
drug-fuelled debauchery and sexual violence, 
shown in a series of surreal and shocking 
vignettes. One psychiatrist reveals an experi- 
ment in which four drug addicts are injected 


with an experimental form of LSD and locked in 
a room with a Coffin Joe poster. The film switch- 
es from black and white to psychedelic Day-Glo 
as the addicts are drawn into the strange world 
of Coffin Joe. 

One of the addicts describes his experience as 
“poetry of the macabre." This perhaps best 
describes Marins’ style. The sight of Coffin Joe 
descending a staircase composed of prostrate 
and naked people to the sounds of hellish 
shrieks, moans and cracking whips is not soon 
forgotten. The disc features the original Por- 
tuguese-language print at 1.66:1 with optional 
English subtitles. It is a solid transfer with some 
slight print damage, but as the original negatives 
were ordered destroyed, it is something of a 
miracle that this film exists at all. The extras 
include a bittersweet documentary on the life of 
Marins/Ze do Caixao. (Note: This title is also 
available on an NTSC disc from Fantoma in their 
Coffin Joe box set.) 
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starring Nieves Navarro and Simon Andreu 
Directed by Luciano Ercoli 


M b 4I [tMl] JIVB 

Starring ilona Agathe Bastian, Yos Santo 
Directed by H. Tjut Djaiil 


JM(9ll V«. Tti* Wi ■ w n i r 

[nn] Bvo 

starring Paul Naschy and Shiriey Corrigan 
Directed by Leon Kiimovsky 


The suspense thriilers of Alfred Hitchcock may 
be the inspiration, but Michelangelo Antonioni's 
Blow Up (1 966) can be considered the template 
for the popular giallo cycle of the '70s. Dario 
Argento has forged a career recycling the 
premise that the vital clue to the killer's identity 
is buried in the details of a murder the reluctant 
lead character has witnessed. Ercoli’s outlandish 
Death Walks at Midnight (a.k.a La Morte 
Accarezza a Mezzanotte) certainly doesn’t devi- 
ate from that formula, even incorporating a not- 
so-subtle nod to Hitchcock's Rear Window 
(1954). 

Gorgeous model Valentina (Navarro) agrees to 
be injected with an experimental hallucinogen 
for a newspaper publicity stunt. While tripping 
out. she witnesses a brutal murder in which a 
maniac dispatches his lovely young victim by 
ramming a spiked metal glove into her skull. The 
police are skeptical as the murder occurred six 
months previous! Valentina teams up with a 
reporter to catch the killer before she becomes 
his next victim. 

This is an unremarkable yet solid example of 
a genre noted for exotic locales, beautiful 
women, lurid mystery, stylized violence and con- 
tagious music. The climax is a highlight, featur- 
ing an absolutely bone-crushing fist fight. 
Mondo Macabro present a lovely anamorphic 
French print with an English-dubbed sound- 
track. The extras include an informative fea- 
turette on the film and the giallo genre, as well 
as text interviews and biographies. 


To call Mystics in Bali (a.k.a Leak! weird is to 
understate the delirious joys to be found in 
Indonesian cinema. An American girl, Cathy 
(Bastian) Kean, researching a book on obscure 
black magic practices, travels to rural Indonesia 
to learn a powerful and primitive form known as 
Leak. The local Leak Queen (Sofia W.D.) agrees 
to teach her pretty young disciple in exchange 
for the blood needed to rejuvenate her youth. 
When the bottles of blood delivered by Cathy 
and fuzzy-mulleted boyfriend Mahendra (Santo) 
prove insufficient, the Leak Queen turns Cathy 
into a Penanggalan, the infamous disembodied 
floating head monster, to eat the foetuses out of 
very pregnant women. Mahendra's uncle, a 
powerful mystic, is recruited to fight the Leak 
Queen and save Cathy's head. 

Forget acting and continuity, these are West- 
ern concepts that have no place in Indonesian 
lore. Instead, marvel as acolyte and master 
transform into fireballs, hissing serpents and 
pigs! The Penanggalan is complete with dan- 
gling spinal column and dripping internal 
organs! 

Mondo Macabro present an English-dubbed 
print in the original 2.35:1 aspect ratio. Consid- 
ering the poor condition of the original elements, 
Mondo Macabro has done an excellent job of 
preserving this oddity. The extras include a doc- 
umentary and an accompanying text essay that 
are a comprehensive crash course in Indonesian 
exploitation cinema. 


Dr. Jekyii Vs. The Werewolf (a.k.a Dr. Jekyll y 
el Hombre Lobo) marks Paul Naschy's sixth out- 
ing as tortured lycanthrope Waldemar Daninsky. 
falling between Werewolf's Shadow/ Werewolf 
Vs. Ihe Vampire Woman (1 970) and Curse of the 
Devil (1973). These films, written by Naschy, 
rank among his finest works and are considered 
catalysts for the Spanish horror boom of the 
early ’70s. 

Dr. Jekyll Vs. The Werewolf sees Daninsky and 
hot babe Justine (Corrigan) fleeing angry vil- 
lagers in rural Spain for London's seedy Soho 
district, where they hope to find a cure for 
Daninsky's curse from the grandson of Dr. 
Jekyll. When Daninsky is injected with Jekyll's 
serum, Naschy gets to play two monsters! 

This disc features a stunning anamorphic 
Spanish-language (“clothed") print, with option- 
al English subtitles, in the original 1 .66:1 aspect 
ratio. The lack of nudity may dilute the impact of 
the sexually-charged moments, mainly the 
whipping/bondage scene and the frenzied 
strangulation of a London prostitute, but it does 
not detract from a transfer that rivals Anchor 
Bay’s releases of the other titles mentioned. 
Included is a fascinating nineteen-minute inter- 
view with Naschy. Add this to the short list of 
superlative Naschy films on DVD. 

All of these titles and much more are available 
online at www.mondomacabrodvd.com. Now go 
and fork out the clams for that region-free player, 
you won’t regret it! f 
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VINTAGE Horror Reissues 

iMAR(HJEE 


HOUSE OF SEXY WHX 

Mill or im SIDNE WOMEN 

Starring Pierre Brice. Robert Boehme 
and Scilla Gabel 
Directed by Giorgio Ferroni 
I Written by Remigio Del Grosso, Giorgio Ferroni 
I and Ugo Liberatore 
I Mondo Macabro 

Mill of the Stone Women is a little seen 
I960 Ualo-Frcnch chiller that I bought in 
the late ’80s - one of those big box 
Paragon video numbers with a pullout tray 
and shit. Love those 
boxes... but I digress. 

Paragon’s print was virtu- 
ally unwatchable, bleached 
I out almost to the point of 
, being black and white, cut 
to ribbons and it featured a 
deplorable audio track that 
rendered the dubbed dia- 
logue absolute mush- 
mouth. 

Happily, arse-kicking UK 
label Mondo Macabro (see 
page S2) has gleefully 
restored, in every way imag- 
inable, Giorgio Ferroni’s 
ultra atmospheric, Ham- 
meresque semi-classic film. The colours 
live, they breathe, the chilling library 
scratch score, well, chills, and the dia- 
logue - okay the dialogue hurts, but at 
least you can hear it! 

Playing out like a hollandaise-soakcd 
riff on House of Wax, Mill of the Stone 
Women follows the creepy-ass adventures 
of handsome scribe Hans (Pierre Brice) as 


Mill of the Stone Women: Elegant, eerie Eurotrash huff. 


he tangles with the mysteri- 
ous Dutch Professor Whal 
(Robert Boehme). Whal 
lives in the titular mill, run- 
ning a twisted attraction 
featuring lifelike - a little 
too lifelike wax and 
stone reproductions of 
famous female murder 
victims. Meanwhile, local girls in the village 
are. yes. mysteriously disappearing. Mwaha- 
haha! 

The ole ProPs homy undcad daughter (the 
jaw-dropping Scilla Gabel) creeps around 
corridors and eventually seduces our poor, 
impressionable hero who really loves sexy 
French .starlet Danny Carrel, and feels oh-so- 
conflicied afier loving the dead. So he 
dumps the pulse-challenged lass, but forgets 


the old adage: Hell hath no fury like a zom- 
bie scorned. The dead dame goes ape and 
eventually we learn the secret of the mill 
(which even a blind man could sec coming) 
before the film virtually blows up in the lit- 
erally fiery climax. 

Mill of the Stone Women is a solid piece of 
elegant, eerie Eurotrash fluff, filled to the 
bursting point with drippy atmosphere. It 
also manages to be incredibly erotic without 
being explicit. For you blister-palmed sex 
and horror geeks, Mondo Macabro’s print 
restores some long missing nipple action and 
a few weird-ass dream sequences. The disc 
itself has deleted scenes, a trailer and a gor- 
geous. casy-to-navigate gallery of press 
materials and stills. A classy, fun little (lick 
that needs more love. 

Chris Alexander 






Ir mis OMLr cohstamt S€LP~mouc€0 exposuRe to my 
e€L0tr€0 CmMATK TRASH THAT SAYCO MY SAHtTY.,. " 



T his was a cold, harsh, evil and unmer- 
ciful winter for me, your dedicated 
Schizoid Cinephtle, and it was only 
constant self-induced exposure to my 
beloved cinematic trash that saved my sanity. I 
had many icky flick adventures during this oth- 
erwise beastly season and I'd like to share with 
you, genbe reader, some of its charmingly horri- 
ble highlights. 

Andre Becker (my Insemtnoid bandmate and 
all around brother in bad movie arms) and I 
finally witnessed Uwe Boll's uproariously awful 
House of ffte Dead. The buzz around this Sega- 
fied turkey was so entertainingly negative (see 
Jen Vuckovic's particularly scathing review in 
that Becker and I just had to see it. 
Sweet Jumping Jesus! House of the Dead is 
without a doubt, bar none, hands down, balls to 
the bricks, skull through the windshield, the SIN- 
GLE WORST MOVIE I've ever seen - but also one 
of the funniest! It's like Fulci's Zombie made by 
a troupe of triple espresso'd morons. So fast and 
so fucking stupid, you can actually feel yourself 
developing ADD. I loved It just as much as I 
loathed it. Highly recommended for those who 
walk the Napoleon fine line between the head- 


spinning sublime and the ridiculously inept. 

Then around mid-January I decided to spin 
Schizoid Cinephile into a monthly movie night, 
applying the same loopy aesthetic that runs 
freely through this column like wine at a bar 
mitzvah. Becker and I partnered up with Some- 
thing Weird Video for the opening night to screen 
Rene Cardona's ludicrous Tijuana shocker Night 
of the Bloody Apes. Oh man. 

Rrst of all. there's only one ape in the movie 
and he's actually a gorilla! Then his heart is put 
in some poor chico's body, turning him not into 
a bloody ape. but a barrel-chested, putty-faced 
Mexican wrestler who runs around slapping 
bums and poking out eyeballs. An astounding 
piece of sh... work, really. Some days later, we 
took up one of the more notorious Italo-splat 
classics that seemingly slipped through our col- 
lective red radars - Joe D'Amato's unnerving 
ode to love, sex. taxidermy and murder - 
Beyond the Darkness {Buio Omegd\: a very 
twisted, surreal and morally ambiguous tale wlhi 
a deliriously inappropriate Gobiin score. If you 
haven't already travelled D'Amato's pitch black 
cinematic road, do so immediately. 

Meanwhile, I'd also been reading a lot about 
the budget DVD outfit Brent- 
wood: they're the lads who 
cram ten to twenty public 
domain horror fiicks in multi- 
disc box sets and sell them for a 
song. So I took it upon myself to 
e-mail Jeff Hayne at Brent- 
wood's home office and - lo 
and behold - two days later a 
crate of horror collections 
showed up on my doorstep. 

Sleaze faves like the The 
Night Evelyn Came Out of the 
Grave. Paul Naschy's awesome 
Horror Rises From the Tomb. 
two entries in the Blind Dead 





cycle, the uncut 
Redemption-culled 
print of The Devil's 
Nightmare, the sick 
and terrible Pieces. 

Messiah of Evil 
(yay!), Deodato's 
nasty House on the 
Edge of die Park 
(uncut!), the 100- 
minute version of 
Argento's Deep 
Red. the list goes 
on and on and on. 

These discs are so good, I almost died and 
went to skid row horror heaven. You get plenty of 
bang for your bloody buck with Brentwood and 
the discs function as a sort of sampler. That is, if ~ 
you fall in lust with any of these shockers, you 
can eventually drop the big bones on one of the 
more expensive editions out there. But honestly, 
does anyone really need a deluxe, five-channel 
stereo anamorphic 
widescreen transfer 
of The Severed Amt> 

Fuck dat! Brentwood 
or bust! 

Finally, I closed off 
the season with the 
second installment 
of Schizoid Cinema; 

Don Edmonds' leg- 
endary anti-Nazi 
pro-sleaze classic 
lisa. She Wolf of 
the SS. I didn't 
particularly relish 
the thought of postering the streets of Toronto 
with swastika-laden one sheets, but the boiling 
blood in my veins screamed SCHIZOID. So I did 
it. Heil Alexander! S 
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GRAPHIC aASSICS: EDGAR ALLAN POE 

Various Eureka Productions 

7ACHERLEY'S MIDNITE TERRORS 

Various Writers/Artists Chanting Monks 

VAN HELSING S NIGHT OFF 

by Nicolas Mahler Top Shed 

HELLBLAZER: SON OF MAN TPB 

by Ennis and Higgins DC/Verdgo 

BITE auB «2 (OF 6} 
by Chaykin, Tisctunan and Hahn DC/Vertigo 



Graphic Classics Edgar Allan Poe: A worthy homage. 


T alk about a double blast from the past: not 
only is Graphic Classics: Edgar Allan Poe an 
illustrated homage to an author near, dear and 
drear to the Rue Morgue crew - it’s also a revised 
and expanded version of a sold-out edition that was 
published in 2001. I reviewed it in RMd26 with an 
unhesitating endorsement of, ahem. ‘’Evermore!” So 
what could be more fitting than revising and 
expanding that same review? 

The anthology was originally com- 
prised of a lucky thirteen Poe poems 
and stories with illustrations or as 
strip adaptations; with much of the 
material commissioned specifically 
for the project. The new edition pre- 
serves the charmed number of entries, 
seven of them being substitutes, and 
for an eighth, a complete redraw by 
the original artist. That latter story is 
Rick Geary’s cheerfully Dickensian 
interpretation of The Tell-Tale Heart 
(pictured), redone because the origi- 
nal version was a refomtatted reprint 
that suffered from the enlarging 
process. 

The highlight in both editions remains Rafael 
Nieves and Juan Gomez's full comic strip adapta- 
tion of The Bells, which makes a protagonist of Poe 
himself by peeling out an original storyline while 
that of the poem rings along. (NB: the out of print, 
original version of this story, from Calibre Press, ran 
at nine additional pages, but this adaptation docs not 
suffer for being shorter). 

Of the old entries, file under “ahead of its time”. J. 
B. Bonivert’s cybertech take on The Raven, which 
loses none of its visionary, dystopian potency 
despite originally being commissioned for Star 
Reach Magazine waaay back in 1979! As for absent 
material. Toni Pawlowsky’s single, full-page illus- 
tration of the titular Annabel Lee is missed, as is 
Gahan Wilson’s humorously grotesque The Con- 
queror Worm. 


Star I'rck.Slar Wars, Movie posters 
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But surely room must be made for the 
House of Usher to fall! Of the new entries, 
comprising over 80 pages, the best is easily 
Matt Howarth's demolition of the afore- 
mentioned, featuring a Roderick Usher who 
looks suspiciously similar to The Sand- 
man’s Daniel. Also notable is Pedro Lopez’s 
adaptation of The Cask of Amontillado, 
which only becomes more sinister for pre- 
senting its victim, Fortunado. in the carnival 
garb of a jester. 

By the way; don't Judge this book by its 
colour, or lack thereof. While a number of 
the pieces are admitted reprints, every story 
was originally presented in black and white. 

Looking for mo’ Poe? An 
adaptation of Some Words 
With A Mummy will appear in 
the next volume of Graphic 
Classics, subtitled Horror 
Classics, which is due in Sep- 
tember. The multi-author vol- 
ume will also include stories 
by H.P. Lovccraft, Saki. W.W. Jacobs and 
Clark Ashton Smith. 

More info (including samples from all 
thirteen Poc adaptations) available at; 
graphicclassics.com 
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Herts a gi>od idea: a horror anthology 
comic hosted not by a fictitious character, 
but by an established 
horror icon. And 
here's a good idea 
gone bad; Zacher- 
ley's Midnite Terrors. 
named after and 
ostensibly starring 
I the ’50s TV enter- 
tainer best known 

I I for the legendary 
Chiller Theatre. I 
say ‘'ostensibly" 
because the Cool 
Ghoul is barely 
' given enough time 

to adjust his cravat and comb his bushy 
brows let alone to flip any quips in this six- 


story snoozefest that addition- 
ally suffers from hackneyed 
plotting and not-so-surprise 
endings. The big Z only sur- 
faces in four of the EC-style 
stories, and even then, in just 
one panel per. No extrapola- 
tion. no bookending and no 
callbacks basically means no 
sense of character, and there- 
fore no impact. But I won't 
deny that the painted portrait 
cover by Basil Famous Mon- 
sters Gogos should be hang- 
ing over the fireplace in 

Barnabas Collins' man- 
sion. 

With a title that pretty much 
says it all, Fan Heising's Night 
Off' serves as a farcical 
reminder that monster hunters 
(and monsters) need coffee 
breaks, too. This humorous collection of 
short and silent cartoons takes horror's clas- 
sic archetypes - the vampire, the Franken- 
stein monster, the werewolf, the mummy, 
the invisible man and the original vampire 
slayer. Van Helsing - and places them in 
decidedly common situations, to absurdly 
hilarious effect. Austrian cartoonist Nicolas 
Mahler’s breezy, stick-to-the-basics visual 
style is reminiscent of the work of legendary 
Mad magazine contributor Sergio Aragones 
- if Aragones drew everyone like they were 
snakes. One point of curiosity; Zorro. the 
decidedly non-horrific swordsman, makes a 
handful of appearances here. Is this some 
kind of Euro association that I'm not get- 
ting? 

There was a lot of buzz around Son of 
Man back in '98, which saw popular Hell- 
blazer scribe Garth Ennis return to the book 
almost four years after leaving to launch his 
even more popular Preacher title. This five- 
part story is. if not classic Ennis, at least typ- 
ical of the overrated - sorry; acclaimed - 
Irish writer. Yep. it’s filled to the bloody gills 
with drinking, swearing, shit-kicking and 



hellraising (blazing, too. 
I’m sure), with such an 
incessant deluge, that one 
almost mistakes violent 
sensory overload for 
atmosphere and too-tough 
talk for characterization. 
In yet another tale based 
on John Constantine’s sor- 
did past rearing up to bite 
him in the ass, the demon- 
posscs.scd son of an under- 
world kingpin attempts to 
bring his own father into 
the corporeal world by 
using the mob boss himself 
as the unnatural birthing vessel. Basically, if 
you’ve been waiting all your life to see a 
grotesquely obese man "ironically" shit out 
a baby, then this one’s for you. 


Don't let the title mislead you: Bite Club 
isn’t about disenfranchised yuppie vampires 
who duke it out - no bit- 
ing! - in parking lots. 

Instead, it's a bloodsuck- 
ing take on a different au 
courant cultural phe- 
nomenon: post-modem 
mobsters. This six-part 
miniserics doesn’t suck, 
but neither does it 
slay... yet. Problem is, 
the first two beyond- 
busy issues have been 
dedicated to establish- 
ing a large array of characters (primarily the 
Mafioso family) and an equally large set of 
arbitrary rules (while vampires can’t fly, 
they can at least walk around in broad day- 
light if they’re wearing a I50SBF sunblock, 
etc.). Fans will be disappointed not only that 
Howard Chaykin isn't drawing his own 
story, but also that he co-wrote it with David 
(Barnum) Tischman. That being said, the 
outstanding, hickey-inducing covers by 
Frank {The Authorit}’) Quitely go a long way 
to establishing the classic Chaykin vibe of 
dangerous sexiness. S 
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"Douglas Clegg Is the best horror writer of the 
post-Stephen King generation!" —Bentley Little 

"Douglas Clegg has become the new star 
In horror fiction." —Peter Straub 

“First rate! Not simply scary but almost mystical." 
— Hellnotes 
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'James A. Moore Is perhaps the 
most talented writer of this genre to date." 
— Midwest Book Review 

"James A. Moore's work brings to 
mind early Stephen King." —CNN.com 
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—Bentley Little 
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peter jQckson: from 
prince of splatter to 
Lord of the Rin^s 
Ian Pryor 

Thomas Dunne Books/St. Martins Press 

When a charmingly rumpled Peter Jack- 
son accepted his armloads of Oscars this 
year, there were bound to be a few misty 
eyes amongst the world's horror geeks. After 
all. he is the man who brought us Bad Taste 
and Dead Alive, among other classics. To the 
horror aficionado. Jackson is more than a 
staple, he's a household name. But the hor- 
ror uninitiated - which includes most casual 
filmgoers and virtually everyone at the 
Oscars - arc likely wondering; just who is 
this guy? 

Ian Pryor's Peier Jackson sheds some 
light on how a shoestring-budget Kiwi hor- 
ror director dared the impossible and subse- 
quently caused a seismic shift in epic film- 
inaking. The book takes a close look at the 
man who went from shooting splatter cull 
films on a hand-cranked Bolex. to helming 
the most ambitious trilogy in filmic history: 
The Loixi of the Rings, which he handled 
with the expertise and finesse of a master 
filmmaker. 

Pryor's knowledge of Jackson's career is 
extensive and, even though it is an unautho- 
rized biography, there is a noticeable lack of 
commentary from the director himself; all 
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quotations are taken from other sources, 
which is unfortunate. The emerging portrait 
Pryor paints, however, is of a man who is as 
much a shrewd businessman and media 
manipulator as he is a talented director. 

Jackson's public battles with the New 
Zealand Film Commission will undoubtedly 
surprise some who are used to the easygoing 
filmmaker portrayed by the media. Had 
Jackson granted access to Pryor, it's likely 
some of the more damaging claims would 
either have been substantiated or dismissed; 
here they tend to read like potshots taken at 
a large, inviting target. 

However, it is clear that Pryor is a fan of 
Jackson's work, despite the man's knack for 
bulldozing over anyone in his way. Pryor 
wisely articulates this dichotomy as a natur- 
al progression for a guerrilla filmmaker used 
to doing things his way. and having to deal 
with the often maddening bureaucracies that 
control the funding needed to make movies. 
The plain truth is that Jackson, like all 
famous control freaks before him. wouldn't 
be where he is now just by being talented, 
and that to ftourish in the flotsam and jetsam 
of moviemaking, it's sometimes better to be 
a shark. Ultimately, this portrait is a reveal- 
ing examination of the maverick filmmaker, 
warts and all. but it never denies the man the 
fine amount of respect he deserves. 

Brad .-Vbraham 



The TCKas chain saw 
Massacre companion 
Stefan Jaworzyn 

Titan Books 

The question on my mind when Jen asked 
me to review this book wasn't “is it any 
good?” It was more along the lines of "well, 
what took 'em so long?” The Texas Chain- 
saw Massacre may not have received as 
much Rue Morgue ink over the last seven 
years as Halloween (enough already. Rod!), 
but it's been pretty exhaustively documented 
and critiqued by everyone from Rex Reed to 
Stephen King and immortalized in song by 
The Ramones. So what can actually be writ- 
ten about The Texas Chainsaw Massacre 
that hasn’t already been written? Not a lot 
and. admittedly. I’ve written plenty about it 
myself. Nonetheless, there's a lot to be said 
for having it all in a single volume by an 
accomplished (and enthusiastic) writer like 
Stefan Jaworzyn. not to mention a foreword 
by Leatherface himself. Gunnar Hansen. 

Jaworzyn interviewed most of the cast and 
crew for this book, and even though about 
90 percent of the stories are ones you've 
heard before, it's still fascinating (at least to 
C/ja//j.voH'-obsessed uber-nerds such as 
myselO to hear them again from so many 
difTcrent perspectives. The film’s grueling 
production has been recounted by the key 
players countless times, and yet Jaworzyn 







TCM Companion: Tobe Hooper distinguishes himself by his absence. . . again. 


Voice of the Fire 
Man Moore 
Top Shelf 

Comic guru Alan Moore's lit- 
erary debut features a decid- 
edly uncommon protagonist: a 
city. Spanning some 6,000 
years from start to finish - 
beginning in the time of 
nomadic cavemen and ending 
with ttie reclusive Moore in 1995 - the book 
deploys recurring motifs of murder, magic, mythol- 
ogy and, of course, fire in its twelve first person 
narrative accounts. Originally published as a UK- 
only paperback in 1996, this beautiful first North 
American hardcover edition includes thirteen illus- 
trations by Promethea contributor Jose Villarrubia. 

Gary Butler 

Creature Camiv-’' 

Marilyn Singer 
and Gris Grimly 
Hyperion Books 

Singer's newest 
children's book about 
acceptance features 
deadly doodles by 
RM favourite insane 
Illustrator Gris Grimly 
(RMtZb). Drawing 
inspiration from Tod 
Browning's Freaks, 

Creature Carnival is 
bound with a lesson profound: girls and boys, mon- 
sters and freaks. It doesn't matter, we all spring 
leaksi All manner of creatures are featured, from 
werewolves to sewer alligators, to gargoyles and 
satyrs. Some are dirty and some are clean, but the 
lesson is, it's not nice to be mean. For cool kids and 
ghoulish grown-ups. 

Jen Vuckovic 

Hellboy: 

The Art of the Movie 
Introduction by 
Guillermo del Toro 
Dark Horse Books 

The penultimate “Art of...” 
book for comic fans and movie 
geeks alike, Hellboy: The Art of 
the Movie documents del 
Toro's dream project; his 
adaptation of Mike Mignola's 
comic of the same name {RMt38i. includes the 
unabridged final shooting script, personal anec- 
dotes, concept art, special effect designs, sculp- 
tures, and glorious illustrations galore. Insightful, 
beautiful and just plain cool. 

Jen Vuckovic 


does offer up one previously unheard 
anecdote which, foreshadowing a famous 
Barney Miller episode, involves a batch 
of pot brownies mistakenly left on the set 
by the caterers, consumed by various 
unsuspecting performers and crew mem- 
bers, resulting in... etc. 

There’s also a segment on director 
Tobe Hooper's early art house film 
Eggshells which, according to most 
accounts, is best left undiscovered. 
Chainsaw's financial fate at the hands of 
a Mafia-connected distributor has been 
covered before, but seldom with this 
much finger pointing, so here's hoping 
Jaworzyn doesn’t wake up next to a 
horse’s head any time soon. Covering the 
dodgy sequels is kind of a necessary evil, 
but Jaworzyn and his interviewees keep 
it fairly lively; Hooper’s wildly uneven 
post-C/ia/n.9aM' career is also covered, as 
is the film’s reception from critics and 
repressive British censors. 

As impressed as I was by this book, 1 
couldn’t get over the conspicuous 
absence of Hooper himself - the 
acknowledgements page ends with a curt 
“In absentia: Tobe Hooper," Indeed, all 
the Hooper quotes found here are credit- 
ed to outside sources, primarily old Fan- 
goria articles. It reminded me that John 
Muir's Hooper book Eaten Alive at the 
Chainsaw Mas.'sacre {RMUil) was simi- 
larly devoid of any direct quotes. Prior to 
writing this review 1 spoke with Muir, 
who informed me that he contacted 
Hooper’s agent twice to set up an inter- 
view and received no reply at all - not 
even a refusal. Draw your own conclu- 
sions. 

John W, Bowen 


tfearin^ the DQrk: The 
vqI Lewton career 
Edmund G. Bansak 
McFarland & Co. 

Few producer/studio relationships are 
as cherished to horror fans as the Val 
Lewton/RKO partnership. During the 
1940s, the Russian-bom Lewton shep- 
herded to the screen a series of atmos- 
pheric chillers - among them three 
Jacques Tourneur-directed efforts: Cat 
People (1942), / Walked With a Zombie 
(1943) and The Leopard Man (1943) - 
whose style and class belied their B- 
movie origins. Lewton’s successes 
returned the struggling studio to prof- 
itability after a series of costly missteps, 
but his career was also marked by con- 
stant frustration as he fought with RKO's 
front office for artistic control. 

With Fearing the Dark: The Val Lew- 
ton Career, high-school-teacher-tumed- 
author Edmund G. Bansak avoids the 
inaccessible professorial tone of much 
film criticism. Instead, he details Lew- 
ton’s productive but troubled life simply, 
confining the esoteric musings to exami- 
nations of the films. This is a portrait of a 
flawed but driven man who thrived on 
the challenges of B-movies (low budgets, 
short shooting schedules, exploitive sub- 
ject matter). 

It's also an exhaustively researched 
chronicle of how difficult it is for even 
the hardest-working and talented individ- 
ual to get his way in Hollywood. As his 
regular collaborators went on to greater 
things (Tourneur graduated to A-list pic- 
tures like 1947’s noir classic Out of the 
Past: editor Robert Wise directed 1 95 1’s 





62 RUE MORGUE 




Author BriQn Keene CKplores the terror 
of reality in his new collection of short 
stories: fear of gravity. 

Keene on 






BU Monica s. Kuebler 


I t's the unexpected madness that awaits you 
in the alleyway or in a crowded theatre. It's 
the smell of death and the implements of the 
worst tortures that can be waged upon men. It's 
rains diat never cease and it's the day when the 
dead rise. Welcome to the world of Brian Keene 
- it’s our world, the streets we walk, the people 
we love - gone terribly wrong. It's life as it lurks 
in the darkest corners of our imaginations and 
without compromise In the startlingly intense 
short fictions of Keene’s latest effort. Fear of 
Gravity. 

“We live in a horrific world, we live in a world 
tfiat’s populated with very real monsters” Keene 
explains of the realism in his work. “As an author, 
grounding them in everyday life makes it that 
much scarier." 

A fevered fan of the genre since early child- 
hood and gifted with a natural bom proclivity for 
storytelling, it was a no-brainer that Keene would 
eventually try his hand at horror writing. Even so, 
he didn't seriously pursue publication until 1995. 


a tao'tlet, toe Uoe 
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“It was either that or jail,” he confesses with a 
laugh. 

The success Keene achieved with his first 
novel, TTre Rising, along with his growing horde 
of ravenous fans seem to suggest that he chose 
to be on the right side of the bars. But his newest 
collection, available from Delerium Press, leaves 
those critically acclaimed, zombie-infested 
streets far behind in favour of drawing the terror 
much closer to our doorsteps, including jarring 
tales of a desperate post 9/1 1 New York and the 
vicious deserts of Iraq. 

“Babylon Falling is the hardest thing I’ve ever 
written," Keene confesses of his supernatural 
war story included in the new collection. “I would 
write a few sentences and then I would literally 
have to get up and walk away from tiie comput- 
er because of what I was putting those GIs 
through." 

The viciously graphic tale, which chronicles the 
methods of torture a group of Iraqis use In an 
effort to raise a demon, is guaranteed to leave 
you shaken to the bone and the assault doesn’t 
stop there. Subsequent stories unleash the hor- 
rors of roadside killers, group psychosis, biologi- 
cal weaponry and the murderous inclination of 
nature itself (you will never look at trees the 
same way again). And don't be surprised If you 
can't put this book down, the allure of Keene’s 
work is owed, in part, to the sheer intensity 
derived from his relentless pursuit of realism. 

“People want things spoonfed to them," says 
the genial author. “They want it quick and dis- 


posable and, unfortunately, that's not the way I 
do it.” 

If being true to the story ultimately means 
compromising the life of a main character or 
delivering an unforgivably fatalistic ending, he’s 
unapologetic - it's not that every conclusion 
reeks of death and societal downfall but it's safe 
to say Keene's stories are not exactly wrapped 
with ribbons either. True horror fans can appreci- 
ate that kind of Integrity, and aspiring writers will 
be grateful for tiie “story notes" which the author 
includes for each tale, casual snapshots Into the 
gleaming gears of his work. 

“There are times when [music] is a direct 
influence," he reveals, adding that there have 
been Instances where lines, dialogue, and even 
plot elements have been inspired by music. "One 
of the stories in Fear of Gravity is called 1 Am An 
Exit and that story was directly inspired by a 
fusion of Johnny Cash and Nine Inch Nails." 

Having once worked two jobs while frantically 
penning fiction on the side. Keene has earned his 
title as one of horror’s most impressive new liter- 
ary talents. By early 2005, two new mass-market 
paperbacks will have clawed their way onto a 
bookstore shelf near you; beginning with a dark 
crime novel titled Terminal, a tale of a desperate 
man with terminal cancer, and followed by City of 
fhe Dead, tiie never-originally-intended sequel to 
The Rising - set in New York City, population 
eight million, all recently deceased and returned 
as zombies. And you never know, the zombies 
may just end up winning... I 


I 
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A Quaint and curious volume of 
forgotten Lore: The Mythology 
and History of classic 
Horror rilms 
Frank J. Dello Strttto 
Cult Movies Press 

Getting a horror fix today is as easy as visiting the DVD rental 
store, clicking over to a favourite website or thumbing through 
the pages of Rue Morgue, where every kind of monster movie 
is widely available for viewing and analysis. When author 
Frank J, Dello Stritto got hooked on Frankenstein Meets the 
Wolf Man in the early '60s. it was harder work; 
sneaking around to watch the few horror films 
shown on TV after his parents were asleep. But 
he's got something in common with modern- 
gorehounds; an insatiable appetite for ter- 
ror-related history and trivia. 

t . \ This hefty hardcover with the ridiculously 

long titte is a collection of Stritto's essays for 
Cult Movies magazine. He focuses on his 
favourite period, horror and monster movies 
from the '3ps and '40s. Within this area, no 
film Is too fringe for him. no fact too obscure. 
He tracks down old interviews, industry news articles, and 
personal correspondence related to everything from Dracula 
and Island of Lost Souk to Sipw Creature and Murders in the 
Zoo for dhapters such as Are We Not Men?, The Evolution of 
Darwin In Hollywood. . ^ • 

His in-depth research is impressive, especially regarding 
early censorship. An excellent essay details the British film 
industry’s pan of "horrific" movies in 1937. and its effect on 
Hollywood horror production. But all filmmakers of the era 
dealt with censorship, and each chapter contains info on how 
they avoided being snipped Ip bits in editing. Who knew that 
the thunderclap accompanying Opctor Frankenstein's declara- 
tion "Now } know what it means to be God!" was Universal's 
way of sneaking Bie statement past religious censors? 

Stritto is passionate and knowledgeable, and the book is a 
trove for fellow "monster boomers" seeking the history of clas- 
sic horror films, but he, doesn’t quite deliver on the myth part. 
Beyond obvious observations (i.e., censorship forced filmmak- 
ers to develop suspense and subtext), there aren't many new 
ideas here, and Stritto doesn't have much writing flair either, 
Still, he’s got a gazillion interesting tidbits to share, and this 
book will keep readers engrossed for many, many long nights. 

Liisa Ladouceur 


The Day the Earth Stood Still). Lewton's individualism and contempt 
for authority, while generally resulting in quality films, sabotaged his 
career. Ill health and upheavals at RKO led him to unproductive stints 
at other studios where, stripped of his crack RKO team, he floundered. 

Bansak argues that the look and content of a Lewton film is attribut- 
able as much to the producer as his directors, cinematographers and 
screenwriters {Lewton. uncredited, rewrote many of the scripts). His 
adherence to the credo that what remains unseen generates the most 
terror was not simply a reficction of his modest budgets but also his 
admiration for the posi-WWl German expressionist cinema of Fritz 
Lang (A/) and Robert Wienc ( The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari). So instead 
of showing graphic violence (pretty well prohibited by the Hays pro- 
duction codes anyway), Lewton films challenged audiences to look 
into the magic shadows onscreen and fill in the blanks with their own 
imaginations. 

Sean Plummer 


HollYwood Horror 
Mark A. Veira 

Harry N. Abrams, Inc. 

Film historian Mark A.Vcira's sumptuous new java bench tome f/ol- 
iywood Horror is the kind of coffee-table book every self-respecting 
classic horror geek should own and adore. Subtilled From Gothic to 
Co.smic. Veira lovingly charts our checkered genre of choice from its 
foreign roots in 1922 to its violent revolution in 1968. 

His thesis is fascinating: horror films almost always 
reflect the socio-political situation of the country that 
spawned them. From the Nazi nightmare of the '20s to 
the post-war fallout of the '40s, the commie shake- 
down of the '508 to the pre-’Nam nightmare of the 
'60s. Veira’s writing is sharp, clear and academic - 
maybe a bit too academic for some. Okay, for me. But 
I accept it. gooble gabble. 

Speaking of Freaks. Tod Browning gets his dues 
here, as do Chaney. Polanski. Hitchcock. Corman and 
Castle to name Just a few; Veira even finds lime to celebrate such bor- 
derline fare as the super-nasty Mickey Spillane vehicle Ki.ss Me Dead- 
ly. The author calls the horror film "the escape valve of the American 
psyche" and indeed he may have something there. 

The biggest selling point with Hollywood Horror, however. lies not 
within its savagely thoughtful, pseudo-intellectual text, but rather, the 
stunning array of publicity stills. There are some shots in here that have 
never ever seen the stamp of the printing press before: on set pics of 
KarlotTin full Frankie mode and some wicked candid Lugosi looks are 
sure to delight even the most hardened veteran of classic shock. I'm not 
overstating the case when I say that there arc images in this book that 
will smack you upside the skull with their understated sinister silver- 
toned black and while beauty. They really don't make them like they 
used to. 

Hollywood Horror is the kind of book that, when put on display in 
your home, will be sure to win the chin-stroking approval of visiting 
cineastes. and may even get you laid by that hot female film student 
you're dating. It's win-win. lads! 

Chris Alexander 
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izzie Borden's Bed & Breakfast Museum 
isn’t your mom’s kind of museum; it’s 
more like Doctor Spaulding's Murder Ride, 
except the staff probably won't saute your 
sinews. And unlike that of the supposedly enig- 
matic Mona Lisa. Lizzie's slight, stoic smile isn't 
so easily forgotten - but so it goes with the par- 
ricidal. Keep that in mind when you stay the 
night. Located at 92 Second Street in Fall River. 
Massachusetts, Borden's Bed & Breakfast is an 
interactive museum that tickles, taunts, and 
tweaks every empirical sense before catapulting 
your capitulated mind through a grizzly sojourn 
in the late 19th century. 

Back in 1892, just shy of noon on August's 
most blistering day, 32-year-old Lizzie Borden 
called out to the family maid, an Irish lassie 
named Bridgette. The corset-wearing. God-fear- 
ing spinster claimed to have just discovered the 
severely mangled corpse of her father making a 
gruesome mess of the family chesterfield and 
surrounding walls, not to mention the quaint pic- 
ture hung above the couch, Andrew Borden - a 
little-liked, fantastically frugal landlord and chair 
of several local banks - had sustained eleven 
blows to the head via an axe or hatchet. Mis 
skull, a picture of which can be seen along with 
other murderabilia at the Fall River Historical 
Society, was caved in like an old pumpkin, one 


of his eyes diced in half and his nose disembod- 
ied. Odds are, authorities figured, the dozing 
Andrew got it from above and behind. 

Upstairs, awaiting discovery by Bridgette and 
the neighbour, was Lizzie's similarly transmogri- 
fied stepmother, the enormously overweight and 
woefully lethargic Abby Borden, The two found 
her lying face down on the guest bedroom floor. 
Her head had been pulverized by some nineteen 
fierce blows, one of which strayed off target 
and hit her at the base of the neck, 
nearly decapitating her. The gore, 
which puts to shame even the 
most sanguineous of Lucio 
Fulci's bloodscapes, was 
enough to send the two Victo- 
rian prudes stomping back 
down the stairs in a state of 
hyperbolic horror. 

Charged with three counts of mur- 
der (patricide, matricide and parricide), 
the broad-shouldered, nappy-haired woman 
pleaded innocence. All manner of damning evi- 
dence was trotted out in the face of her plea, the 
most critical of which saw her burning a dress in 
the oven a few days after the heinous deeds. Her 
alibi was rife with inconsistencies, and she 
changed the story of her whereabouts more 
times than Camille Keaton gets raped in / Spit 


On Your Grave. Local observers pegged Abby - 
heir apparent to the Borden estate - as the tar- 
get murder and Andrew as a cleanup killing. 
Still. Lizzie was acquitted, apparently because 
the judge and jury found her too unlikely an axe- 
wielding psychopath. 

A plethora of conspiracy theories have bub- 
bled up in the 100 plus years since dapper 
Andrew and shabby Abby were slaughtered. 
These plots put the soiled axe in the hands of 
everyone from Bridgette, to Emma, to a wayfar- 
ing drifter. The most scandalous of speculations, 
this one deposited by The Straight Dope, sug- 
gests that Bridgette and Lizzie were locked in a 
lurid lesbian affair, and, when Abby walked in on 
them, the Irish maid snapped like a brittle twig 
in cold January. 

Considering the longevity of these conjec- 
tures, it’s little wonder that Lizzie Borden’s Bed 
& Breakfast is such an attraction. While the 159- 
year-old house was a private residence until 
very recently, the museum's curators have 
restored it to its Victorian grandeur. The furni- 
ture. wallpaper, and carpeting have been recre- 
ated and repositioned according to crime scene 
photographs and antique guidelines. 
Guests are free to wander the house, 
examine the murder scenes, and 
touch what they like. 

While the museum Is booked 
throughout the year, its heavi- 
est months are in July. August, 
and of course, October. 

The Bed & Breakfast offers 
six accommodations, including 
Lizzie’s bedroom and the suite Abby 
was murdered in. Each room comes 
with a double bed and furnishings made with 
typical Victorian extravagance. Guests who sur- 
vive the night will be treated to the Borden 
breakfast, the same chow chewed, swallowed, 
and not quite digested by the Bordens that fate- 
ful morning. Call 1-508-675-7333 to book a 
room or a tour, or sneak a peek at; 
www.lizzie-borden.com. 




Home Sweet Homicide: Two views of the Lizzie Borden Bed & Breakfast Museum. 
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"Autumn came turgid and sullen 
The wind in her wake a lament 
Nobody knew where she came from 
And nobody knew where she went.' 
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"Were trying to make an intelligent movie about murder, while actually doing the murders." 
This issue, the Gore-met dissects a new movie which may be the last one you’ll ever see... 





THE LAST HORROR MOVIE 

Starring Kevin Howarth, Mark Stevenson 

and Jim Bywater 

Directed by Julian Richards 

Written by James Handel and Julian Richards 

Prolific Films/Bedford Entertainment 

The Last Horror Movie is one of the latest 
entries in the interminable slasher genre. Mim- 
icking the opening credits of The Texas Chain- 
saw Massacre {^97 A). a radio announcer details 
a prison break by a violent serial killer while a 
highway whips stylistically by. Killer on the road. 
I get it. A waitress working 
alone in a closed diner warns 
her child about watching scary 
movies alone during a brief 
cellphone call. Like we need 
more pos\-Scream self-aware 
horror films. A rather unin- 
spired Myers clone leaps out of 
the shadows for the requisite 
metaphorical rape by knife 
and... what’s this? Some ass- 
hole has taped over the freakin’ 
screener! 

Hey, I was watching that. 

“I think you'll find this more interesting. " 

You just smashed that man's head in with a 
brick! 

"Well, you hired a horror movie, didn't you? 
You wanted to see something scary, light? Don 't 
worry, I'll explain everything. You'll understand. I 
promise. " 

His name is Max and he 
is a wedding videogra- 
pher and remorseless 
serial killer. He is an 
otherwise charming 
and intelligent Eng- 
lishman - like Hugh 
Grant - before he slits 
your throat. He has 
hijacked this videocas- 
sette to present himself 
to an unsuspecting pub- 
lic. As in Henry: Por- 
trait of a Serial 


Killer {\9S6), he has varied his meth- 
ods to avoid detection and has toiled 
in anonymity. 

" The problem Is. you don 't get a lot 
of coverage. You don't get to really 
make a statement And that's why I've 
decided to make this him. " 

Like Benoit, star of the Belgian 
mockumentary Man Bites Dog [\992). 

Max is philosophical about his crimes 
and quite self-aware. He recognizes 
the lack of empathy that characterizes 
most serial killers, and is critical of the 
common misconcep- 
tions that crimes like his 
are the result of mental 
illness or violent enter- 
tainment. 

"That always makes 
me laugh. As if there weren 't peo- 
ple like me before films were 
invented. “ 

The camera is unflinching in 
presenting his suburban holo- 
caust. The violence and gore is 
brutal and realistic, but not an 
excessive display of gruelling 
effects a la August Underground's Mordum 
(2003). Where that film is an assault with a fist- 
ful of steaming entrails, this one is an ice pick 
meticulously inserted into your temple. It 
encompasses all facets of Max's world and may 
be even more unnerving than the latter because 
there is no warning when the mundane will 
explode into the horrific. 

“The problem is, it looks like you can 't do any- 
diing interesting unless you give people a shock, 
and you can 't give people a shock unless you do 
something really horrible. " 

Max is an insidious bastard. He asks pointed 
questions and uses revolving logic to make the 
viewer complicit in his crimes. He is as merci- 
less in this regard as he is in committing mur- 
der. You are compelled to keep watching. 

"You may well be wondering if this is, in fact 
a joke. Not a very tasteful one. but a joke 
nonetheless. It is... isn't it?” 

Cinema verite is defined as the technique of 
filming a motion picture as candid realism. The 


Last Horror Movie is disarmingly real. If It isn’t a 
true documentary, then it is brilliant in its execu- 
tion, pardon the pun. But there is no indication 
that anyone involved isn’t a genuine, ordinary 
person. The crimes documented in the film have 
yet to be reported on, but perhaps that Is where 
the title comes into play. S 
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IlCARTAIO Techno lock 

Claudio Simonetti 
Deep Red 

Advance word on Dario Argento's 
latest neo-giallo, II Cartaio {The 
Card Dealer), is pretty bad, but let’s 
face facts; the man hasn’t made 
anything decent in over a decade. 
But even if the film out-sucks the 
abominable Sleepless, the score by 
ex-6oblin frontman Claudio Simon- 
etti is hella good. A sort of techno- 
fied rethinking of the typical rock 
opera aesthetic perfected by the 
band with Profondo Rosso, II Car- 
taio pulses and pounds through 28 
tracks of frenetic, danceable, aural 
intensity. The self-titled main 
theme really rocks and the ambient 
interludes are erotic and eerie. 
Nevertheless, I prefer the messier, 
more organic, less computer-based 
grooves of the man's earlier work, 
or even the metalized cheese of his 
Daemonia project, but for now, this 
disc will do just fine. Available in 
North America from www.hexa- 
cord-america.com. CA %%%M2 



THE ROCKY HORROR Punk 
PUNK ROCK SHOW 

Various 

Springman Records 
This is the entire Rocky Horror Pic- 
ture Show soundtrack as puked up 
by punk's neoteric generation with 
suitably chunky results. The good; 
The Phenomenauts space-abilly 
spin on Hot Patootie, Apocalypse 
Hoboken's puckered-up poke at 
Sweet Transvestite, The Indepen- 
dents doing Sword Of Damocles 
and The Swingin' Utters lobbing a 
Rancid-esque gob all over Eddie 
(now there’s a punk song!) The bad; 
Alkaline Trio yawning through Over 
At The Frankenstein Place and The 
Groovie Ghoulies doing the Time 
Warp, sped up for punk consump- 
tion. but played straight to the point 
of redundancy. Sufficed to say, most 
tribute albums are only as strong as 
their source. However, if you’ve ever 
found yourself in fishnets after mid- 
night, tossing toast at an inanimate 
object, you’ll likely find this one 
good for a larf. TD $$$ 


^ TT-TT 

PLASMATICS punk Rock 

Maggots: The Record 

Plasmatics Media Inc. 

WOW... that’s what we have to say about 
Wendy 0. Williams' last Plasmatics outing, 
the infamous Maggots record released on 
the band’s ninth anniversary back in ’87 
and finally available on CD. Maggots is 
unlike anything the Plasmatics ever did - 
a ferocious, toothy, angry concept album about the world ending in a 
swarm of maggots, complete with a narrator and human and subhuman 
characters. Wendy 0. passed on too soon but her snarling contempt is 
perfectly captured on this bloody, nihilistic, and explosive ode to every- 
thing that is wrong with the world. Wendy 0., we miss you! RG 
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DONNIE DARKO Nes-Cls8sical 

Michael Andrews 

Everloving Records 
For whatever reason, Canadian 
fans were ripped off by the powers 
that be: not only did it take a few 
years for Donnie Darko to creep 
into the country, but the soundtrack 
music has never been available... 
until now. Blending ’80s nostalgia, 
Bradburyan lyricism and Lynchian 
horror, Donnie Darko was the weird 
kid who cast a spell over the more 
erudite viewers out there. The 
score - a haunting swirl of retro- 
futurism. moody synths and intro- 
spective piano melodies - is fan- 
tastically eerie, more soulscape 
than soundscape and a perfectly 
dark place to escape to. 

RG $$$$$ 



NEKROMANTIX Psychobilly 
Dead Girls Don’t Cry 
Hellcat/Epitaph 

Black weddings, backstage passes 
to hell, moonlight monsters and 
more horror than a Zacherley/Elvira 
movie marathon, Denmark's terror 
trio ride the wrecking ball through 
your skull on their latest release. As 
with Return of the Loving Dead, 
Dead Girls Don’t Cry Is a blitzkrieg 


of psychobilly speed punk shot 
through with spooky talk and 
recurrent “who-oahl" battle cries. 
There’s simply no one doing psy- 
chobilly horror better than the 
Nekromantix and this album proves 
why with a series of tunes that will 
get your skeleton a-rattlin’... liter- 
ally. RG SSSS1/2 



CORNBUGS 

Brain Circus 

Rack-0 

Bill “Chop Top" Moseley {Texas 
Chainsaw 2, House of 1000 
Corpses^ enlists the divine presence 
of Buckethead for what is actually 
the Cornbugs' fourth full-length 
release. Boasting audio absurdities 
on par with Primus, Moseley’s bag 
o' bugs is a magical one brimming 
with lyrical gambols and dirty 
thoughts. When he's not rhyming 
about discarded DNA (Dirty Sperm 
Rag), Chop Top riffs on the military 
and American politics (Boots Upon 
the Ground, Clone), gets psycho- 
delic (Mushroom Workers) and gen- 
erally conspires to drive an oxidized 
coat hanger into the frontal lobe of 
conventional music. Sleep tight, 
don’t let the Cornbugs bitel 
vmw.combugs.com/choptopsbbq.com 
TD 
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' PooeaKK USHia 


I. Sure you’ve heard all about the horror punk revival that’s happening right 

iJijU here on these shores, but what about overseas? Fiirally, a new label rises 


from a German graveyard to bring you spectral sounds from afar... 


EUROPE’S House of 


^ovtov 

V ' ™ bl) tom Sragomir 


/ ver since it gave birth to Gothic cinema 
in the early 1920s. Germany’s connec- 
tion to the term '■horror” has been indis- 
putably linked to the real-life atrocities com- 
mitted by its most infamous denizens. Geno- 
cide, gigantic walls and internet cannibalism 
notwi^standing, two entenirising young fiends 
have recently decided to bring the art of horror 
back to the Old World with the introduction of 
Flendforce Records; Europe's first and only 
major record label devoted strictly to the coffin 
rottin' sounds of horror punk! 

"People know that we really believe in this 
stuff." says ghoul-rocker Roderick Usher who, 
along with artist Paddy “Scumhead” Nitzsche 
[sic], heads up Rendforce under a distribubon 
deal with Cargo Records. “We don't do horror 
punk because it’s a trend or anything. We play 
it, we love it and we see something beneath it 
that's not just about music.” 


For those not quite in the know, the horror 
punk movement is based on a combination of 
high-energy music and the theatrical look of 
monsters run afoul - infectious grooves that are 
just now creeping across the Atlantic. While vol- 
umes have been written about Europe's gothic 
and black metal scenes. Usher says the horror 
punk community is still in its infancy by compar- 
ison. 

“There actually wasn't anything almost three 
years ago," he reveals, “but now it seems like 
there are new bands coming out pretty much 
every week." 

Bands like The Crimson Ghosts, Mad Sin, Noc- 
tunes and The Spook who are rising from not- 
quite-settled graves in the wake of Eurohorror 
staples like Nekromantix. Recalling America dur- 
ing the 1980s when capitalism and Cold War 
anxieties were feeding the popularity of slasher 
flicks like Friday the 13th and A Nightmare on 
Elm Sheet Usher draws a line between Ger- 
many’s dubious socio-economic climate and the 
rise of the genre's popularity overseas. 

“In times of cultural anxiety, in times of a fear 
of the future, these fears are repressed, they're 
not let out.” he says, adding that art has always 
)een a form of bringing these repressed issues 


to the surface, bringing them “on stage actu- 
ally, by people who dress up as monsters.” 

Nevertheless, Usher says that the monsters 
at play in the world of horror punk are inspired 
by the classics, and share more in common 
with Boris Karloff and Lon Chaney than say 
“the new version of The Texas Chainsaw Mas- 


How that Rendforce's flagship compilation 
This Is HorrorPunk is available across the 
globe, the label is setting its sights on distrib- 
uting full-length releases from California's 
Penis Flybap, Austria's Bloodsucking Zombies 
From Outer Space and Usher's own band. The 
Other, while continuing to seek out boundary- 
pushing punk bands with an eye for spooky 
imagery. They're also getting so much traffic 
on their offshoot website www.fiendclub.de 
(an all-things-Misfits site dedicated to the hor- 
ror punk community) that - if things go 
according to plan - they expect to begin 
stocking horror literature, magazines, classic 
Universal monster movies and even stage hor- 
ror punk festivals in the future. 

Says Usher: “In the end, as a record label, 
we just want to put out good music by people 
who love the genre as much as we do.” 


THIS IS HORRORPUNK 

Various 

Rendforce Records 


An all-scar lineup of Misfits-inspired punk and psychobilly. Rendforce digs up 22 monsters of 
rot for this crucial collection of shattered refrains from across Europe and the USA. Germany's 
The Other launch the warning rocket with Beware Of Ghouls (a blistering homage to the best 
end of any Misfits disc), and what follows can only be described as the sound of all-hell-break- 
ing-loose to the tune of churchyard keys, three-chord guitars and kingly “whoaaah" vocals. The 
Independents. Ghoultown and Balzac coupled with greenhorns Devil's Whorehouse (Sweden) 
and The Monsters (Switzerland) remind those who dare listen that everyday still is, in fact. Hal- 
loween. Also featured: The Spook. Mister Monster, The Undead, Dr. Chud, Killcreeps and The 
Nekromantix, among others. A crypt full of terror tunes keyed up to the sound of a punk rock 
rebellion, this is high-speed, high-spook from beginning to end and undeniably beguiling to 


boot. My fiends, this is horror punk! TD J 







SONGS FROM THE 

VJDEO DROME 

RAMMSTEIN uMuinaiuck 

Lichtspielhaus OVD 

Motor/Universal 

Rammstein’s oft-surreal melange of horror, 
industrial fetishism and Wagnerian bombast is 
ideally suited to the visual medium, and unlike 
many of their ilk, they actually have the songwrit- i 
ing chops to silence any accusations of style over 
substance. Lichtepielhaus is a compendium of 
videos from three studio albums and concert ; 

footage shot over the last nine years in Germany j 

and Australia. As good as the videos are, it's the ; 

live footage that immediately sent me into a fur- 
niture-destroying, bottle-smashing air guitar 
frenzy. Rammstein are, quite simply, the most exciting live band cur- 
rently at large on this planet. They’re tighter than a nun’s holiest of 
holies, they're scary, they're funny and they blow up more shit than 
KISS. My only complaint - and hence the rating of four skulls instead 
of five - is that the live stuff is shot in that annoying swooping-and- 
diving, rapid edit style adopted in recent years by directors who des- 
perately want to be the star of the show. Otherwise, Lichtspielhaus is 
the most fun you can have with your lederhosen on. JB 

THE RESIDENTS 

Demons Dance Alone DVD 

Music Video Distributors.^uroRalph 

Artistically amusing, technically frustrating, this live recital of 2002’s 
Demons Dance Alone (RM If28i takes a decidedly lo-fi approach con- 
sidering The Residents' well-earned rep for establishing and obliterat- 
ing technological limitations. In keeping with the less autonomous, 
more humanized sound of the album, the show takes place on a tiny 
stage with two (one male, one female) singers dressed in camouflage 
suits with features obscured by cartoonish facial 
contraptions. They’re joined by a handful of mys- 
terious musicians cloaked in fishing gear and 
mosquito nets, plus the titular demon, who (in 
case you're wondering) does, in fact, dance alone. 
It’s also worth noting that the famed eyeball 
makes only a brief appearance as a bloodied 
stage prop during Life Would Be Wonderful. What's 
frustrating, however, when watching DDA, is that 
the camera view is often just beyond the action 
and the visuals tend to imply rather than show- 
case the performance itself. The show’s dark lighting design also 
meant the original footage had to be filmed with that grainy '‘night- 
vision" filter and later re-coloured digitally, giving the washed-out look 
of an old VHS bootleg corrupted sporadically with simple digital FX. The 
audio, recorded from a single show and loosely cut under footage from 
various stops, sounds remarkable (and is offered in Dolby 5.1) but is so 
loosely synched to the footage that it tends to distance the narrative 
from the delivery. Word has it that these initial problems actually 
became the creative basis for the DVD, and while we've come to adore 
the unexpected from The Residents, Demons Dance Aione plays more 
tike a fractured biography of the performance itself and should not be 
looked at as a typical live concert film. A bits ‘n’ pieces peek from 
inside the (giant) eyeball of a modern Resident, it's a helluva concept, 
but this time the idea ultimately overshadows the art... something not 
too often said of the land’s strangest band. TD 

72 RUE MORGUE 




GR00VIE6H0UUES PoD/hmk 
Monster Club 

Springman Records 
Sacramento’s darlings of the 
cutesy macabre return with a new 
drummer named Scampi and this 
(sort of) new album, A cuddly 
aspartame take on the Ramones 
school of punk, the twelve tracks 
on Monster Ciub are actually 
newly-recorded versions of older 
songs plus a couple of live 
favourites put to plastic for the first 
time (Deviltown, Pet Sematary). 
Once again, The Ghoulies do The 
Bat, the King Kong Stomp, Run With 
Bigfoot and take a trip to Blood 
Beach but. all things considered, 
the new versions sound pretty 
identical, and I'd be screaming 
superfluous if these guys weren't 
just so damn cool. 

TD liSl/2 
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REllA MORTE setn pap 
As the Reasons Die 

Metropolis Records 
We’ve been tracking the flight of 
these darkling bats since their indie 
1999 release Where Shadows Lie, 
through to their Metropolis Record 
debut The Quiet and now this, their 
second release for the label. Bella 
Morte is what happened to gothic 
music in the new millennium - it 
got darker, moodier and more inter- 
esting. As the Reasons Die finds 
the duo dabbling further with a 
retro futuristic mesh of synthpop, 
rock guitar, industrial edge and 
romantic, melodic choruses that 
are at the heart of their sound. 
Their sentiments, meanwhile - 
especially on A Dying World and 
Forever Gray - speak for them- 
selves, RG %%%$: 



DIEMONSTERDIE NerrerPunk 
Honor Thy Dead 

Doctor Cyclops Records 
Zero, Raven, Meatwhistle and Lav- 
erne clearly appreciate that all the 
blood, guts and vomit in the world 
don't mean a damn thing if your 
band simply doesn't rock. The Salt 
Lake spooks behind Honor Thy 
Dead, a sundry selection of zombi- 
fled glam, metal and punk, some- 
times sound like Alice Cooper 
(Charles Manson, He's So Hand- 
some), Type 0 Negative (Christ Rot- 
ting Head) and Danzig (Gravedigger 
Girl), but ultimately reinforce the 
notion that good aggressive music 
and horror themes can coexist 
without overdoing either to the 
point of parody. DieMonsterDie 
truly do want to eat your brains and 
for that I tip my skull. TD SiSl/2 



GHOST TRAIN Psychobilhi 
Songs For Swingin' Corpses EP 

Train Wreck PROouaiONS 
Say goodbye to your Cadillac and 
climb aboard the Ghost TrainI Bari- 
tone bellower Tony Lestat trades in 
the Gothic/Industrial vibe of Wreck- 
age for a spooky locomotive of 
cow-punk, Zulu-surf and rockabilly. 
A simple three-piece sound 
stripped way down. Songs For 
Swingin' Corpses is a caffeine con- 
voy featuring five cool cuts about 
sexy spectres, drunken banshees 
and dating the devil. And Tony: you 
still sound a lot like Dave Vanlan 
but you were never a bastard. 
Ride the phantom rails at 
www.ghosttrain.net TD 5555 
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HIGHEST RATING IS THREE 


THE SUFFERING 

Midway Games 
PS2, XBOX, GameCube 

I never had a video game cal! me a baby-raping, sodomizing sack of 
shit before, but this game sure earns the right to call me whatever the 
hell it wants to, especially after sehding me through twenty levels of 
prison hell that make Oz look like a picnic with the Care Bears. The good 
people at Midway finally pulled their heads out of their asses and deliv- 
ered a hardcore survival-horror game that puts titles like Resident Evil 
and Silent Hill into solitary confinement. I used to think the worst thing 
about prison would be the constant cafeteria gang-raping but. as the ^ 
main character Torque, I found that things can get a whole lot worse. 

Torque was sent to prison for murdering his wife and kids and now has to fight the 
undead creatures who have taken over while trying to remain sane doing it. What sets 
The Suffering apart from other games is that the focus is taken off of solving puzzles and 
is placed squarely on staying the fuck ALIVE, anal cherry intact! With multiple endings 
and a body cavity packed with tons of extras - you can stick a shiv in me. honey, 'cause 
I'm done! 


PlayStation 2 


McFarlane’s Evil Prophecy 

McFarlane's “monster" line of toys 
and 1 50 other adversaries become 
terrible foes to hunt down and 
destroy in this action/fighting 
game. (PS2) , 


TENCHU; RETURN FROM DARKNESS 

Activision 

XBOX 


Van Noising 

Become Van Helsing and fight mon- 
sters and other evil minions inside 
the walls of'Dracula’s castle. 
(XBOXIPS2) 


I like killing things. Always have, always will. And most of the time my preferred 
weapon of choice is a big machine gun or some kind of badass chainsaw. So when the 
latest installment of the Tenchu series landed on my desk courtesy of that red-haired, 
demoness editor of ours, I was a little bit hesitant. Tenchu. after all. was one of the orig- 
inal stealth-oriented games: which means you have to be very quiet when you kill 
because you're a 16th century Ninja - no guns! Don’t get me wrong, sometimes it can 
be cool to sneak up on someone and stab him with your shuriken. but sneaking up on 
people for six and a half hours can get tired real fast. Tenchu made me feel like I was 
playing a never-ending game of hide-and-seek. That and the storyline - though it does 
introduce some neat Japanese occult superstitions - was about as scary as a plate of 
sushi. My chief complaints are the repetitive music and lame-ass bosses. Fans of games 
like Rainbow Six and Metal Gear Solid will eat this game up, but I was hungry again half 
an hour later. 


Zombies!!! 4: The End : 

If you collect enough pages from 
the "Book Of The Dead”, you can 
undo the spell that has brought the 
dead people to life. 

(RPG/Board Game) 


Second Sight 

You awaken in a laboratory with a 
severe bout of amnesia and some 
very kIck-ass paranormal abilities, 
use them to recover your lost mem- 
ories! ; 

(PC I XBOX I PS2 1 GameCube) ’ ' ' 


JACK THE RIPPER 

The Adventure Company 
PC 


New York City. 1 901 . There’s a violent predator on the loose and his elaborate slice and 
dice echo the White Chapel murders of London. England in the 1880s. Copycat killer or 
has Jack the Ripper traversed the ocean and continued his unsavory slayings stateside? 
It’s your job as James Palmer, intrepid and slightly green, reporter for New York Today, to 
scoop the competing newspaper and dig up the dirt on the butchered girls. Jack the Rip- 
peris an old-fashioned point-and-click problem solving game (a la Myst}, encapsulated 
in a captivatingly moody 3D environment, which allows for full 360-degree sight move- 
ment in each locale. As Palmer, you must use your nose for grisly news to investigate - 
this means talking to prostitutes, hobos, cops and forensic investigators as well as piec- 
ing together the intricate clues found on the crumbling streete of the Low Side District. 
Particularly engrossing if you've got a hard-on for detective work and historical crime, 
but the puzzles are often so obscure that they quickly become maddening. Fortunately 
(or unfortunately) there isn't a subplot in sight so you're stuck until you figure it out, lest 
you end up framed for the dastardly deeds yourself. The 30-second montages of music, 
motion and gore, whenever you hit upon something big. heighten the chills considerably. 
A slow play, but the intrigue of becoming a turn-of-the-century sleuth for only SI 9.99 
USD is pretty damn appealing. 


Dracula’s Revenge 

Eleven years after faking his own 
death. Dracula returns to Victorian 
England to kick some Van Helsing 
butt! (Board Game) . 


Chez Goth 

If fainting, brooding and being 
depressed are your strong suits, 
you’re perfect for this game and 
you just might earn a little Grave- 
yard Nookie tool (Card Game) 
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"a refreshing shot directly into the decaying artery of the Living Dead movie" 

■ cjnema-noctuma.com 

‘crackling with a fresh horror vibe for a new audience tired of 
maipsfream Hollywood" • Jay Slater, writer for The Dark Side 

‘an important work not only for being an incredible ind^ndent 
Him. but pushmg the envelope for anthology honor as well. . . 
overall the film is simply phenomenal' - monstersatplay com 


AtiallableonlyonDVD 
from Frontline Filins 
lor$16USDppd. or from 
nnline PVP retailers like 


Stills, synopsis, trailers and ordering Info at 

WWW.FRONTLINEFILMS.NET 
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1979, Stephen Sondheim's musical stage production Smeney Todd: 

The Demon Barber of Fleet street opened on Broadway, marking the Amer- 
ican debut of an already legendary English boogeyman. The play’s title charac- 
ter, a hulking, deranged barber who starts offing his clients with a straight razor 
and using their ground-up corpses as meat pie filling was, in fact, based on a 
real life madman who had been terrorizing Europe for nearly two centuries prior. 
It seems that old Jack the Ripper wasn’t the only infamous serial killer hacking 
and slashing his way through the UK during that time. In addition to his pop cul- 
ture significance, the homicidal barber's legacy represents a rare instance in 
which a notorious real-life serial killer became, for a time, almost completely 
overshadowed by his fictional counterpart. 

The story of the Demon Barber first appeared in 1 825 as a short feature in the 
English crime rag Tell-Tale Magazine. Later, it was expanded into a serialized 
novella by Thomas Peckett Prest entitled The String of Pearls; or the Sailor’s Gift. 
A Romance of Peculiar Interest, which ran in The People 's Periodical over eigh- 
teen weeks, one of London’s “penny dreadfuls" (luridly illustrated pamphlets that 
recounted the gory details of allegedly true crimes, often with heavy embellish- 
ment or outright fabrication). 

The story gained so much popularity that it was soon adapted into a low-rent 
stage melodrama by George Dibden Pitt, as The String of Pearls; or The Fiend of 
Fleet Street, which premiered in 1847 at a Grand Guignolesque London theater 
called the Hoxton, and was lauded in promotional materials as “founded on fact. 
"It was this particular retelling that cemented Sweeney Todd’s infamy, spawning 
a slew of thinly-veiled imitations for the stage (including, oddly enough, a ballet) 
and as many as four early films, two filmed in the silent era, most of which have 
unfortunately been lost or destroyed. George King’s 1936 version. Sweeney Todd: 
The Demon Barber of Fleet Street, starring the appropriately-named Tod Slaugh- 
ter. appears to be the only Demon Barber flick that has survived from that era. 

Nevertheless the story survived and, in 1973, Christopher Bond staged a new 
version of Sweeney Todd in London, declaring it to be “a work of pure fiction.” 
Bond's uptake took a new approach to the material by making Todd the protag- 
onist instead of the villain, bringing depth and humanity to a character who had 
previously been portrayed as a brutal, one-dimensional psychopath. In doing so. 


Bond transformed a classic urban legend into a colourful, 
grotesque, and morbidly witty morality play. He soon attracted the 
attention of the aforementioned Sondheim, a noted lyricist whose 
Broadway adaptation of the play would go on to make Sweeney 
Todd internationally famous. 

Nine years later. Terry Hughes {That 70s Show) would adapt the 
Bond play for television (which is scheduled for a snazzy DVD reis- 
sue on April 20th from Warner Home Video) starring Angela Lans- 
bury {Murder, She Wrotd) and George Hearn, who would end up 
playing the Demon Barber once 


more in the 2001, made-for-TV, 
Lony Price musical titled 
Sweeney Todd; The Demon Bar- 
ber of Fleet Street In Concert 
(available on DVD from Image 
Entertainment). Even John 
Schlesinger {The Believerdi 
took a swipe at the story in 
1 998 with The Tale of Sweeny 
Todd, starring Ben Kingsley, but 
the TV movie was poorly 
received. Historical and cultur- 
al significance aside, this story 
may be your only chance to 
witness a choreographed 
dance number that involves 
people being slain in time to 
the music! 

The character’s newly 
heightened level of exposure 
in the ’80s also reawakened 
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the long-standing debate over his origins, prompting British author 
Peter Haining to launch an exhaustive research project and, in 
1993. to publish a now out of print book entitled Sweeney Todd: 
The Real Story of the Demon Barber of Fleet Street, which, for the 
first time, presented inarguable proof that Sweeney Todd was 
inspired by an actual serial killer. Indeed, the real Sweeney Todd’s 
temporary lapse into obscurity seems a little inexplicable, since, by 
all accounts, he was an extremely bizarre, prolific, and high-profile 
criminal for his time. And believe it or not, many of the play’s more 
fantastical elements - including the trick barber chair which tum- 
bled the bodies into an underground cellar beneath his establish- 
ment - were inspired by fact. 


Devon Ashby 



Sweeney Todd: The Demon Barber strikes circa 1936. 
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SERIES 1 ACTION FIGURES 


HAIL TO THE KING, BABY! Palisades Toys is 
proud to present their first series of action 
figures based on director Sam Raimi's 1993 
cult-classic film. Army of Darkness. This > 

horror/ comedy/adventure/action/fantasy J 

movie follows the adventures of Ash (Bruce M 
Compbell) as he is transported back in time to|H 
1400 A.D., where he must fight an army 
Deadite soldiers, led by on evil version of 
himself, and retrieve the Necronomicon (theH|H 
Book of the Dead) to return home. Now you con 
create your own Army of Darkness at homei|||^ 
with Palisades' new fully articuloted and eye^H 
poppingly detailed 4-inch scale action figures^ 
Perfect for fans of the film, collectors, ond "armw 
builders" alike, this is one line that won't make^^ 
you run home ond cry to mamma! Series One' ' 
includes: I j 


Hero Ash/Deadite Scout 2-pack 
Pit Witch/Deadite Centurion 2-pack 
Knight/Deadite Pikeman 2-pack i- 
Deodite/Deadite Footsoldier 2-pack. 


Availoble this fall, the SRP for,.K 
each 2-pack is Sl4.9^^Hb^^ 


DEADITE i 
(WEMAN 


DEADITE"^ 

FOOTSOLDIER 


DEADITE 

CENTURION 


HERO ASH 

(Actual Size) 


DEADITE SCOUT 


KNIGHT FIGURE 



BUILD YOUR OWN ARMY OF DARKNESS TODAY! 

H('(oinm('iHl ('(1 for ( olk'dors 17 ancl up. 

PalisadesToys.com 

* Final product may vary slightly from pictured prototype. 
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LAURA GEMSER 
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Eim nights 


ERDDC NIGHTS 


When a hotel developer purchases a cursed tropical island, worm infested, flesh eating, walking corpses begin to rise front their graves. 

Starring sizzling Euro sex icon, Uura Gemser the Black Emanuelle! Among the rarest of all zombic/cannibal/scx films, this Joe 
D' Amato masterwork is chock full of gore FX, graphic eroticism, and an apocalyptic cannibahzomhie flesh fcasi you won’t soon forget! 
■First time ever - uncut, remastered and anamorphic widescreen! -Edited general release also available! 


amazon.com 

and you're don«. 
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